AXIS I: Contempt NOS 


Georg "WildEndeavor" Curnutt 


Sitting here with my head in my hands watching my ant friends doing their thing 
dragging this and that towards their gathering hole, I come to realize beyond any 
doubt, Iam not content with my situation in this world. Not at all! It is the 15th of 
May, this crappy year of 2008 at 1035hrs. 


Some years back, maybe even as far back as 1963 when I was extracted from my 
mother, I felt home was the outdoors, and my friends were everything but what is 
human. But then as the years rolled on, the myriad efforts of Civilization to crush my 
natural feelings, by polluting them with extravagant concoctions of ethics, morals, 
values, and all sorts of other crap, took root. The incredible effort of the masses to 
totally domesticate me, to make me a willing slave of voluntary servitude like them 
was enormous! All the years of training me, to be nothing more than another drone 
in their machine! 


So here Iam with one week left of College. Actually today is the last day of school; 
next week is all about finals. I was all set to do six more units this summer, and 
pursue a Masters in Business Degree, but all that changed inside of me this instant. I 
have just plain old had enough of this bullshit domesticated life! 


When I really look at the situation, it all boils down to in my mind that 
Civilization is a monster created by a mad scientist like the story of Frankenstein. I 
imagine a few Biped Hominids got together one day and dreamed up this scheme, 
“hey fellow check this out, 'we' can get the rest of the likes like ourselves to bring us 
anything we want. We can just sit here and whatever our hearts desire can be ours if 
we just do these simple things to get all our fellows out there to do our bidding". The 
Great Work they called it was on. 


Well, I just do not buy it anymore. All the wasted lives out there. And the damage 
done to my Habitat is staggering. So many lives sacrificed to this makeshift play just 


to benefit a few dozen people in the world. And I doubt even they truly benefit? 
Hardly a soul knows what they want anymore. Nobody knows themselves, they go to 
extremes even to ensure they never communicate with themselves; Internet, movies, 
dope, drinking, they never stop finding distractions so they can ignore their pain. 


I was introduced to an old essay done by a French guy back in the 1500's named 
Etienne De La Boetie. His Politics of Obedience: Discourse on Voluntary Servitude is 
something I will never forget. Basically he said we are born into Liberty, Equality, and 
are a Fraternity with all our fellows, none being of a higher or lower rank. He said to 
the effect that Liberty is something so natural to us, it is unconscionable to think 
anybody would allow that to be taken away.Then he questions rather harshly how it 
can be people would willfully give up their Liberty and Volunteer themselves unto 
Slavery, to serve some ideal with no benefit but to be treated badly in return. Albeit, 
the domesticated person is so beaten into submission he actually will roar to the stars 
how grateful he is to serve, proudly show his scars, missing limbs and other body 
parts, and most of all flaunt his pride in being the most dedicated slave; a competition 
exists for slaves to see who can serve the most cruel masters. It is a most amazing 
thing to see so many capable thinking animals do such contradictory things to 
themselves, battling even their most Natural instinct, self preservation! 


And the so called masters themselves serve other masters in the same fashion. They 
believing they are actually a step above the rest. And their masters even serve yet 
another set of masters, none really giving it much thought, since it is "evil" to question 
what is happening. 


Physically Iam a captive of a city. A prisoner of a scheme. I look out over the 
horizon, and in every direction as far as I can see is an endless sea of buildings and 
more buildings with dust and fumes floating above it all like flies above a carcass. 
And above that are the vulture like helicopters adding more noise to the ocean of 
amplified sound from the millions of audio speakers pulsating to an endless agonizing 
stream of lies broadcast over every medium conceived. The freaking noise, god damn 
fucking noise, I long for silence if even it has to come from the aftermath of a 
thousand hydrogen bombs. Fucking 'A’, I long for silence! 


And the persistent yakking. All the slaves chewing or smoking, constantly shoving 
stuff in their mouths. Or spewing words like it was as necessary as breathing. They 
just never shut the fuck up! And none have an attention span of even three seconds. 
Nobody is really listening to anybody not even themselves. Like dogs they just yak yak 
yak, barking to hear themselves bark bark bark. Like an addiction meeting ritual 
where they pray for some imaginary being to remove their suffering and grant them 
extended fortitude and cowardice so they can be good slaves, to never complain or 
whine; yet the instant the prayer is done they set about to bitch and whine about this 
and that and to talk about how so and so is not being as devoted a slave as so and so, 
and so on they go... They just never stop! All tethered together they go like school 
children holding hands so none escape the herd, so too the beings in the 
re-domestication process ensure none escape. All keep an ever watchful eye on each 
other, literally for some so devoted to slavery and domestication they would kill a 
fellow being rather than let him escape from the herd. 


It is Finals day! 


Another one of the saddest days of my life. I just did one of my finals with "Doc 
Wasson" my Accounting Professor. We exchanged our parting ritual of handshaking 
and Thanks. I teared up and felt a wrench in my chest the likes of when I lost my 
Father. It is a strange paradox that my leaving Civilization is sensed by those around 
me. I think Doc's emotions were a combination of feeling left behind in the herd, and 
also concern of my heading into the wilderness, being instilled in us that doing so 
means being eaten by ravenous wild animals and insects, mosquito's so big they haul 
off antelope they say, and so on, you know the stories told. And my emotions flowing 

for a whole assortment of reasons, mostly unknown as yet. But I think it is all a taste 
of what is yet to come. I think that is what it is about for me, to be able to feel all those 
emotions finally. To be in tune with all that. Perhaps my tear was a simple flexing of 
my future uninhibited emotions coming out like a butterfly from a cocoon. Or maybe 
it could have been just a tear? I do have to say Doc Wasson is a friend of mine. My 
Pops said I never had a friend in my life, had no idea of what a friend is. Doc Wasson 
is; I will miss my friend Doc Wasson. 


I have my Business Law Final in one hour. It is funny, I only picture myself busting 


through the brush to get to the other side of my island to see what there is to see. 
Getting scratched by thorny bushes, and keeping aware of the fresh hoof prints of feral 
cattle. Iam a long way from being there physically, but mentally the natural animal 
in me is waking. A feral cow would see me as an enemy and try to stomp me to death. 
All feral beasts will defend themselves unto death to retain their Liberty, and 
domesticated man is their worst enemy. 


Another Break! 


It is Thursday now, I am at school waiting for my Communications 103 Final. I 
think I did okay on my Business Law test, and my Math 35 who knows? When today 
is done, that is it for school. I am not burning bridges with school; I want to always 
leave doors open. I do have to add again, I miss my Business Law Professor E. 
Shapiro. She really went those extra miles to help me. Another whom I would call 
friend if it were not for her being so very professional, why she is a lawyer I guess? 
Great person nonetheless. I will miss a lot of things about college. As much as I despise 
the Human Domestication Process, I have to admit I admire the "Art" of the process. 
The whole mechanics of it all is absolutely amazing, how so many Dillions of people 
over such a span of time, so many generations have come and gone, whole 
Civilizations’ have flourished and died, yet the Insane Art of it all remains. How did 
that song go, and the beat goes on-the beat goes on... 


As I sit here waiting for the hour to come to deal with this test, I flash back to the 
past. I listened in on a conversation about diving and their experiences with sharks 
and depth. It put my head into the ruminative mode. I remember when my friend 
and dive partner John Slater was killed 500 miles Northeast of Maui Hawaii. Torn to 
stew size chunks in a few seconds. I still swear until this day that some huge squids got 
him. All the speculation of him getting caught in the propellers of the dive boat, or the 
Coast Guard writing it off as a shark attack do not jive in my mind. I had John by the 
ass literally, holding him by his ass while he was panicking to keep him from hurting 
himself. But he begun to kick me so I let him go. He swam into a cloud of bubbles 
coming off the bow of this sinking barge we were salvaging. It was still under long-line 
tow at one or two knots. Suddenly I was engulfed in a big cloud of what seemed like a 
thousand gallons of coffee spilled into the water and all around were chunks of John 


and strange shinny things like miniature abalone guitar picks the size of a fingernail. 
It was so eerie. Pieces of John gently bouncing off of me and some of him in my hair, a 
piece stuck to my cheek under my regulator, all so surreal. 


Boy, I have a lot of stories like that, too many perhaps. Or maybe I should put all 
that in here and make this into a book! 


So many people have hardly any experiences to speak of in their Million Hours of 
Life given. I see it as we are given a million hours maximum to live. And since we are 
used as machines our useful duty cycle is actually 750,000 hours, 250,000 lost to 
expedited wear and tear. Say we sleep a third of that away, we are left with 500,000 
hours. We work a third again leaving us with 250,000. Figure it out for yourself; if a 
year has 8,766 hours in it how many of those hours can you call your own? I have 
found on average the Civilized Human Biped gets about 200 hours of life they can call 
their own. Think about it. 8hrs at work, 8hrs sleeping, 3hrs getting to and from work, 
personal hygiene before and after work 2hrs, 2hrs devoted to eating, 3hrs to television, 
2hrs to the Internet, Ihr on the phone and whoops! What gives! We ran over the 24 
hours in a day and then some didn't we! So we sleep less thinking sleep to be the most 
expendable. That is where the 250,000 hours went, like a tax for being born into 
Civilized Captivity, our voluntary servitude cost us a quarter of our life right off the 
top as fast as we get a birth certificate. Yea, let this sink in for a minute. Beware, it 
could cause nausea, vomiting, self inflicted alopecia, cage-mate aggression, night 
sweats, loosening of the bowels, jaw clenching, coma and death if you let it eat at you. 
Or it could possibly have you think a minute about what you are doing with your 
hours and maybe, just maybe excite you to make some changes in azimuth, set a new 
heading with your hours? What a concept. Wish I had thought of that! 


Think I will go outside and let the wind play with my hair. This hour thing has me 
all buzzing with ideas not relevant to my fast approaching final test. Oh how time 
keeps us on our toes. And to think time is for all practical purposes made up. Who 
would need it if we were Liberated. Free ranging happy hominids have no concern for 
time. Another concept to ponder. Everything is relative. Or as Aleister Crowley put it, 
"Truth, Alls Relation". See you after the final. Cant wait to see what thoughts are 
invoked next sitting! 


The return! 


Greetings pilgrim. It was quite a day. Did the final okay. The day had this ominous 
air, wet and cold with a chilly breeze. Kind of unusual for San Diego near the end of 
May. The weather matched my heart. All my feelings were, and still are, slowed and 
cold. I keep reflecting back to my original plans I made up while in Captivity. The 
idea is to sail to the Northern Marianas Islands on a small catamaran like a Hobie 
18. Thought to be impossible, I say it is doable. I am going to do it! 


Here is the plan. I have about 16 Months before I can get away from this town 
without having any ties. I need to get me a little sailboat like an 18 foot catamaran, 
and start rigging it for a heck of a ride. I need to equip it with bare survival gear, and 
all the rest of the preparation needed to give this my best shot. I aim to make it; if I do 
not, this is my choice of how I want to go out of this world, or in it as the case would 
be here. I need to make water to drink, and have rations. My biggest fear is flying fish. 
I have seen flying fish hurl themselves at high speed six feet off the surface, all 30 
pounds of them come to a sudden stop upon hitting the back of a tugboat wheelhouse. 
They hit so hard they dent the steel boat! If one of them hit me I am a goner for sure! 
And the idea of wearing a helmet all the way across the Pacific does not turn me on 
much. So this is the deal, Operation WildEndeavor is to get my ass to the Island of 
Pagan from San Diego on a catamaran. It's on! 


I started sailing when I was very young. My pops built me an eight foot sloop, and 
had me sailing solo when I was six or seven years old. I sailed the shit out of that little 
boat, all over the lakes in New Mexico. Later my pops bought a Catalina 25 sloop 
which we sailed in any weather to and from the Channel Islands. I remember one trip 
the seas were 25 feet and the jib sheet was hung up so we could not drop her down. 
My pops fell and hurt his hip. And we had my friend aboard, but he was so seasick we 
expected him to die. So we boarded my sick friend up below decks and locked him in. 
I had my pops lash himself in the cockpit so he would not be swept overboard. Then I 
got our trusty little Honda 7.5 horsepower outboard puttering its tiny heart out to get 
us some headway. And away we went from Anacapa Island to Channel Islands 
Harbor. 


As soon as we rounded the Island to head into the channel we were met with huge 
seas. The wind was at about fifty knots from the Northwest. At times the waves would 
catch us in the trough and my pops and I would just look at each other as a wave 
would crash through the spreaders and we would be so deep underwater our ears 
would pop. Then like a miracle we would surface like a U-Boat. I tried to surf as 
many swells as possible to keep ahead of the rollers. But every once in awhile the 
ocean would overtake us, and another submarine ride would ensue. 


I remember when we got back to the harbor, the marine radio was buzzing with 
maydays after maydays. Thirteen boats were lost that day, and I forget how many 
people killed in the surf at the beaches, but that was a hell of a ride. Two of our cans 
of soup that were stowed got loose somehow and thrashed around so hard they both 
burst open! My friend said he thought if the seasick did not kill him the cans would. I 
have a lot of stories like this. Maybe they will find their way into this writing? As it is 
now, this writing I am doing has no intention at all but to record my thoughts. The 
power of Contempt is the theme. 


Contempt. Imagine finding out everything you went through for 44 years, 
everything you believed, everything you were taught, all the stress, the injuries, the 
bullshit; imagine all that was a lie. That you were lied to at every angle. And to find 
out everybody has been lied to the same, but they can not see it yet. They being too far 
gone down Civilizations entrails to find a way to be regurgitated back up like a 
hairball. By the time a person is crapped out of the Civilized world, what they call 
retirement, that person is too worn out to care much about anything. They typically 
die with their last word being, "why"... Iam fortunate enough to have asked 'why' and 
lived! I asked and asked but heard no answer. Nobody had an answer. 


I read everything, looked into every religion, pondered every philosophy, strained 
my eyes over many a psych book. Then all the sudden it came to me after so many 
reads, books are just words. Words are the remains of digested thoughts. I took a good 
look around me, with my mind empty of thoughts I was taught, and took in what I 
perceived as if I were a lone space alien seeing what is on earth for the first time. And 
the way I see it, all is askew! As Hunter S. Thompson would call it, "Bad Craziness". 


Everybody's minds have been sucked out and replaced with nothing but stimulus 
to go be slaves and like it. People actually seeing things like a soldier hurling himself 
on a grenade as something glamorous. I just heard a guy say he was grateful again he 
had three jobs! Craziness, bad, bad craziness! The horror, the horror... 


On a Tangent 


I get to thinking a lot, if you have not figured that out by now. As this stuff gets 
jotted down this fucking economy is falling to pieces. If I were to ‘believe’ in 
supernatural bullshit I would be inclined to think my contempt being expressed or 
discharged in this writing is bringing this fucking system down! I would like to think 
that is possible. But the word on the street is everything is going out of control 
price-wise for everything. I bought a steak a couple days ago for almost $12.00! For 
less than a pound of dead cow! The price of things is the best news I have heard in all 
my life! And why would I say this, because my friends, the world economy is in its 
death-throws. And when it crumbles like the Great Prophet and Sage Bob Marley 
spake, “one day the bottom will drop out", it is time people, make sure your hatchet is 
sharp and your footwear well oiled. When the bottom does drop out, there will be fire 
in the streets, and the cities will crumble, and our Fair Mother will consume the 
rubble and rot, and forests will sprout, and critters will prance and dance for joy. And 
we shall too! Those of us Biped Hominids whom long for return to our Natural 
Habitat. 


It might take a little help from some of us to point our sheepish cousins to see the 
Great Opportunity and the Blessing of seeing Civilization Utterly Destroyed! No more 
evil and sick fucking plot has ever stenched up this planet than this horrible 
Civilization scam that has lasted so long, and now in our lifetime we have the Honor 
and Great Privilege to put the sword through the dragons head. Cut the fucking head 
off! Shit down its neck, Stomp it, kill it, hate it! Get it all out, every frustration. For 
once this God Damn fucking Civilization is destroyed we can be at peace, for 
hopefully we never forget, and any time we suspect some scheming hominid thinks he 
can enslave us again we retaliate with utmost wrath, with the screams of the billions 
who sacrificed their lives to Civilization, that torment and hate be unleashed on the 
monster who dares try to start this bullshit back up! 


Also I must stress the importance of not unleashing any fury until the monster of 
Civilization brings itself down. Like any wounded animal, it will lash out with a 
supernatural strength if poked and prodded while in its death throws. Let the beast 
fall of its own weight. Then pounce on the carcass, and smash it to bits! The time is 
near my friends. Feel your hearts come to life with the yearning of Liberty. Feel the 
sand between your toes, the sun on your back, and nobody to cower to! No masters, 
and vow to serve no more! 


And feel naught for the meek. It is better to let them die. Our kind is not a fragile 
animal. The domesticated Biped Hominid is a sickly creature. Bred into captivity, 
and bred for generations after generation for nothing more than stupid obedience, 
lose that sympathy for the feeble. It will be rough at first, but in short time those able 
to enjoy the fruits of Liberty and Freedom will breed hardy Biped Hominids that find 
comfort and joy anywhere on our Mother Planet! 


This is our life we are talking about here! There is no after-life. No better times 
after death. This is it! Our one shot at life. We are capable of joy, so it must be we 
should have fun. Pain and misery, suffering are not joys, so therefor must be bad and 
not tolerated. So be happy. Strive to be happy. 


Another of another something more to be said. 


Ihave a cold and not feeling well at all today. I had to do homework for this 12 
Step Recovery thing I am in. The project is such bullshit to me. I am disgusted to no 
end. The VA sent me here for my own good they say, to help with my PTSD, 
Cognitive D/O, Anxiety D/O, and Substance Abuse issues. That is what 'they' have as 
"Axis I:". The issue of substance abuse bothers me. The system is so quick to have me 
admit I am an alcoholic. My Parole Agent after I got suckered into saying at the VA I 
am an alcoholic, made me officially 'rat' on myself in writing, as an admission of guilt 
that I had ingested alcohol before. I am thinking what the fuck just happened? 


It came about that I asked for help again with this PTSD stuff, which really has 
altered me a lot thinking-wise. They asked if I get drunk, and I said yes, sometimes it 


is all I can come up with being caged up in this town. So they set me up with this 
group stuff. At these groups they through intense peer pressure have you identify 
yourself as "Iam Georg and Iam an alcoholic". Any slip in this procedure is 
immediately met with the flock nagging in unison, "who are you?"... Well, once you 
say this, you are doomed to forever be this booze fiend. And even if you do not drink, 
you are still ever that close to doing so, so you now have to make up an imaginary 
Master, one so incredibly powerful you worship it as the boss of bosses. This boss of 
bosses speaks through authority figures, employers, people ranking in religion, all 
forms of government, and really anybody who snaps a finger to want something done. 
It terrifies me! 


It is of course an intense brainwashing to induct the Biped Hominid into the pits of 
Christianity. There is a method to their madness. John Hamilton Hallowell, a 
regarded Social Scientist in his Moral Foundations of Democracy said it so well that 
Democracy is fragile and teetering on anarchy. The glue they use to hold Democracy 
together is Christianity. The Theosophists in the late 1800's had the insight that 
technology and industrialization would undermine the power of Christianity to keep 
people cowering to Masters. Theosophists seen that the trajectory would lead to a One 
World Government, and so on. So they concocted a thing melding all the religions of 
the world that fulfill each Oppressive Systems tool of Compensatory Fantasy for the 
slaves into a Universal one, one for everybody so the great Star of the East could rule 
easily the whole worlds Biped Hominid slaves. Christianity is tooled specifically for 
"Democracy", which is all Socialist, Capitalist, Fascist, whatever you want to call it 
Governments where the individual slave feels a false sense of freedom. 


Take India for instance, they beat it into their slaves they were born because they 
were bad in a previous life, and the only way to not experience this misfortune of 
birth into slavery is to be the best and most devoted slave welcoming any hardship as 
more karma credits to salvation, getting a chance to die for good if you give your all to 
absolute obedience. 


Another Day Gone 
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I can not for the life of me understand how it is I put up with so much ostrich like 
people in my life. Then again I have to realize they are not entirely at fault, since they 
are in fact the product of hard core domestication. This domestication scheme is so 
well thought out. I happened to be at the local library today looking at the obsolete 
books for sale. I noticed a set on the subject of Civilization and Capitalism, these 
books are a historical account how the more modern system was put together. 


I was able to stomach about five minutes of thumbing through this stuff before I 
had to put it down. They were trying to show the ingenious way this system was 
organized and so on... As if all this modernity is a good thing! Whatever. But they did 
manage to put a lot of people to work for technology & industrialization alright. 


Yesterday on the trolley I got to talking to a mature black guy with a sack of cans. 
He is a recycler by trade. Collects discarded cans for a living. Nice guy. We were 
discussing the economy, and what might happen to the vast majority of people in this 
town who could not survive long without a job and income. Like few could eat unless 
the food came from a can, or from a paid eatery. As we talked the rest of the 
passengers overhearing our conversation squirmed in their seats. Some looked like 
they were sweating. I would swear I seen fear in their discomfort. None spoke. They 
all just listened. I think they will continue to ponder things. And this is good. 


This gives me more confidence in writing my take on things with more intent of 
getting these thoughts out to people. Even if I am only half correct, even a tiny bit, if it 
gets people to think a little bit, to sit quietly and listen to the world around them, I 
have done something. I am on a mission! 


Try sitting quiet, and listen. Let your mind slow down and listen. Hear the sounds 
around you. Listen to the mechanical sounds, the human noise. Now let that drone 
out until you notice the plant sounds, the bugs, the birds, and other living things. 
Listen to the grasses. If you really listen, you can even hear the dirt and soil making 
sounds. There is so much life going on even in the deepest darkest parts of the city. All 
these non human things trying with all their might to bring the city down so we can 
have a better place to live. The irony is the majority of people on this planet are 
striving to destroy nature, even while she so faithfully every second of every moment 
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continues to try to restore our habitat to normal. She never stops Loving us. Man, I 
feel like kissing a shrub right now. Got to go! 


Content with Discontent 


I have been away for a few turns of the world and really feel my anguish. I 
mentioned before my ongoing meetings with ‘recovery’ things. I despise the whole 
program. 


I think Nietzsche would call them poisonous spiders? Something like that. Which 
by the way I hate actual "quoting" other peoples words. I take the gist of what people 
write, and go with that since it has been my experience that everything is up for 
interpretation anyway! Besides I was caught up, and still am so, in the world of 
religions where people could get killed over "Big G or Little g" arguments. AA is no 
exception, it has turned into another spore of the Christian fungal infection. Or 
should I say it is just that in fact, another angle to get at the not as easily to 
domesticate bipeds. 


What I mean is most long term substance abusers (I hate that term) are 
domestication errors. The torment inside of the typical drunkard is something he/she 
does not know the why of. All they know is they do not fit well into Society 
(Civilization) and the rest of the sheep he/she is taught to be like get nervous around, 
and viz-a-viz... So the first thought is to escape. And we are learned early that booze 
is an "escape". It is endorsed and authorized by the system because it keeps the sheep 
right where they want them! When a man is tormented inside and drinks to kill the 
pain, he just put up a flag to the Masters that he is in need of tighter domestication 
training; a shorter leash with a choker-collar! The Masters have myriad ways of 
re-domesticating the wayward sheep. 


I seen an interesting sign on the way up to the hills. On "Indian Property" is this 
sign saying something like; "Tobacco is spiritual, use it accordingly". I smoke tobacco 
and it does not do me anything good other than stink (though I do get a charge out of 
whiners complaining I stink on the trolley). What I think their point is-is to keep our 
vices in check. Just down the road a ways from that sign was of course an Indian 
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Casino. I think it is illegal for a Tribe to exist without a Casino these days? I have to 
check into that. But the strain of being constantly under the yoke of Masters does tend 
to make one seek a way out using the authorized and approved means such as dope, 
booze, digital media, porno, voting, or confession; aargh! 


Sure are a lot of signs everywhere. Everywhere! Heard a beer company figured out 
how to get the moon to reflect a picture? Aint seen it yet, but it pisses me off if they 
start fucking with my Moon! 


Stockholm Syndrome. This is a somewhat complicated subject. But every Citizen 
suffers from Stockholm Syndrome. I suggest you look this up a little, for it could help 
you to understand some of the illness of being Civilized. 


The classic example is the so called "death camps" of Nazi Germany. For the most 
part they were run and operated by the inmates themselves. Another example is you 
can abduct a person, torture them, deprive them of basic necessities, and make them 
do just about anything by showing an inkling of kindness later, a scrap of food and a 
drop of water. That beaten soul will worship his tormentor forgetting his abuse and 
only seeing the "goodness". Which is important too my friends. The whole reason we 
fantasize over 'goodness' and yearn for love, is because goodness is the Free Ranging 
BiPedaling Happy Hominid' natural state! We are not designed to be tormented. 
That is why we have so many problems with Civilization is because it has us (and the 
rest of everything on the planet now) so contorted and twisted into such things as we 
are not, that all sorts of things just go ka-bliddle-ting'-thunk-thud! I need a cigarette. 
I really do about now. 


By popular demand and request I shall later go into more detail of this Stockholm 
Syndrome. Later. Much later. 


An Important Discourse! 


Please Read Thoroughly! 
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MANUFACTURED IN THE UNITED STATES OF AMERICA 


This call to freedom ringing down the corridors of four centuries is sounded again 


here for the sake of peoples in all totalitarian countries today who dare not freely 


declare their thought. 


It will also ring dear and beautiful in the ears of those who still live freely and who by 
faith and power will contribute to the liberation of the rest of mankind from the 
horrors of political serfdom. 
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INTRODUCTION 
Unique Qualities of This Discourse 


La Boétie's essay against dictators[1] makes stirring reading. A clear analysis of 
how tyrants get power and maintain it, its simple assumption is that real power 
always lies in the hands of the people and that they can free themselves from a despot 
by an act of will unaccompanied by any gesture of violence. The astounding fact 
about this tract is that in 1948 it will be four hundred years old. One would seek hard 
to find any writing of current times that strips the sham from dictators more 
vigorously. Better than many modern political thinkers, its author not only reveals 
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the contemptible nature of dictatorships, but he goes on to show, as is aptly stated by 
the exiled Borgese [2] "that all servitude is voluntary and the slave is more despicable 
than the tyrant is hateful." No outraged cry from the past or present points the moral 
more clearly that Rome was worthy of her Nero, and by inference, Europe of her 
present little strutter's and the agony in which they have engulfed their world. So 
appropriate to our day is this courageous essay that one's amazement is aroused by 
the fact that a youth of eighteen really wrote it four centuries ago, with such 
far-sighted wisdom that his words can resound today as an ever-echoing demand for 
what is still dearest to mankind. 


Life of the Author 


La Boétie [3] was born at Sarlat, southwestern France, on November 1, 1530. He 
came from the provincial nobility, his father being an assistant to the governor of 
Perigord. His uncle, a priest, gave him his early training and prepared him for 
entrance to the School of Law at the University of Toulouse, where in 1553 he 
received his degree with special honors. During these years of study he steeped himself 
also in the classics so that later he translated from the Greek and composed poetry in 
Latin. Early in this period he wrote his immortal essay, presumably in 1548. His 
reputation as a scholar procured for him at graduation, although he was under age, 
appointment as a judge attached to the court of Bordeaux. He was named to a post 
vacated by an illustrious predecessor, Longa,[4] who was summoned as justice to 
Paris. During the next ten years we find La Boétie's name on the official records of the 
court in connection with a number of difficult cases. 


A justice of that day had to perform a wide variety of duties. La Boétie was called 
in as literary critic and censor when the College de Guyenne wanted official sanction 
for the presentation of some plays. A little later he was entrusted with the delicate 
mission of traveling to Paris to petition the king, Henry II, for special financial 
arrangements for the regular payment of the salaries of the court. He was successful 
in this quest and brought back also a personal message from the great Chancellor of 
France, Michel de l'Hospital, who was trying to pacify Catholics and Protestants and 
prevent fratricidal bloodshed. 
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By the age of thirty our magistrate had achieved considerable renown as a 
specialist in arranging compromise between these religious factions, with a scrupulous 
fairness that inspired confidence. For the next three years, till 1563, he was extremely 
active at Agen, a hotbed of angry dispute where churches were violently entered and 
images destroyed. La Boétie was himself a devout Catholic with a liberal point of 
view. His sense of fairness generally led him to assign to the disputants different 
churches, and, in towns with only one place of worship, different hours for religious 
services. He wrote an approving Mémoire when the great Chancellor in 1562 issued 
an edict conferring greater freedom of worship upon the Huguenots. 


La Boétie's efforts might have borne fruit, but at one of his trips to Agen while 
some form of dysentery was raging in that region, he caught the germ, as his great 
friend Montaigne believes. This was in the spring of 1563. By August of that year our 
judge was far from well and decided to go for a rest to Médoc. Despite his illness he set 
out from Bordeaux but he was able to travel only a few kilometers. At Germignan, in 
the home of a fellow magistrate, he took to bed and grew rapidly worse. A week later, 
on August 14, he made his will, leaving all his papers and books to Montaigne, who 
courageously stood by him to the moment of his death. These deeply moving final 
hours are related by Montaigne in a touching letter written to his own father. A 
superb testimony to a Christian death, it is worthy to take its place beside other great 
documents of supreme farewell to life. In the early morning of Wednesday, August 18, 
1563, La Boétie left this world at the very youthful age of less than thirty-three years. 


Friendship of Two Men 


The relationship between Montaigne and La Boétie is so impressive that their 
coming together seems, according to the former, to have been predestined. So 
irresistibly were they drawn to each other that, when they met, their earlier careers 
appeared as paths converging toward their union. 


Michel de Montaigne succeeded his father at the court of Périgueux just before this 
court was merged with the one at Bordeaux. When in September, 1561, Montaigne 
began his judicial functions in Bordeaux, La Boétie had already served the tribunal 
there for eight years. It was natural for Montaigne, who was two years younger, to 
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look up to the colleague whose tract on Voluntary Servitude he had already read in 
manuscript. In his essay on Friendship [5] he tells us of his feeling: "If I am urged to 
say why I loved him, I feel that it cannot be put into words; there is beyond any 
observation of mine a mysterious, inexplicable and predestined force in this union. 
We sought each other before we had met through reports each had heard about the 
other, which attracted our affections more singularly than the nature of the situation 
can suggest. I believe it was some dispensation from Heaven. When we met we 
embraced each other as soon as we heard the other's name.... We found we were so 
captivated, so revealed to each other, so drawn together, that nothing ever since has 
been closer than one to the other." 


In various Latin epistles addressed to his friend, La Boétie pays similar tribute. 
And even in the essay on Voluntary Servitude, written before they met, we get a 
glimpse of what friendship could mean to a man whose spirit habitually dwelt on a 
high plane of integrity. Thereafter, these two made a perfect exchange of exalted love 
in a relationship for which their joined names have become a symbol. It is small 
wonder then that Montaigne will add to his immortal essay, some twenty-five years 
after the death of his friend, his sad but beautiful conclusion to the ineffable nature of 
their friendship: "We loved each other because it was he, because it was I." There is 
nothing left to say. 


We can begin to understand what the loss of such a friend meant to Montaigne. 
During the earlier years of mourning he languishes. Pleasure revives his pain for he 
wants his friend to share it at his side. His work at the court of Bordeaux becomes 
distasteful and he finally gives up his post to dedicate himself to his departed friend 
and to perpetuate his memory. First he prepares for publication all the manuscripts 
left him by La Boétie.[6] Very gradually he welcomes solitude and gives himself to the 
slow elaboration of his own sagacious essays. 


It is to the honor of Montaigne that all his life he showed his gratitude for this 
unique friend bestowed upon him; and it is to the glory of La Boétie that he fully 


deserved the immortality into which their two names are forever fused by love. 


Curious History of the Essay 
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Between 1560 and 1598 there were many outbreaks of religious war in France. 
Three brothers were crowned kings of France during this time, Francis II 
(1559-1560), Charles IX (1560-1574), and Henry III (1574-1589). That all three were 
ineffective rulers is largely due to the machinations of their mother, Catherine de 
Medici, who finally contrived the infamous massacre of St. Bartholomew's Day, 1572. 
It was only after the Bourbon Henry IV abjured his Protestant faith a second time 
and entered Paris that some semblance of order was gradually restored, eventuating 
in the famous Edict of Nantes, 1598, that granted freedom of worship in the realm. 
Such was the period during which the Servitude volontaire was to play an 
extraordinary role. 


Montaigne tells us it was composed in 1548, a date he later changed to 1546. In all 
likelihood La Boétie wrote it as a literary essay inspired by his Greek and Latin 
studies and conceived in the nature of a tribute to the classical spirit. There was no 
immediate event which drove the young author to this cry for freedom. It was 
circulated among friends at the University of Toulouse and copies of it were 
presumably made. When in 1563 Montaigne inherited the original among other 
books and papers, he placed these precious reliques in his own library. These 
memorabilia must have spoken to him, he must have fingered them as he composed 
his own essay on Friendship in the years just before 1580. He had already in 1571 
published most of these manuscripts, but it occurred to him that the Servitude 
volontaire would make a fitting pendant to his chapter on Friendship and reveal to 
the world the heart and mind of his friend. 


He says at the beginning of his Chapter XXVIII: "It is a treatise which he entitled 
Voluntary Servitude, but those who did not know this have neatly renamed it 
Anti-One. He wrote it in his early youth, before reaching his eighteenth year, as a sort 
of discourse in honor of liberty opposed to tyranny. It has for some time been 
circulated among people of culture and not without great and deserved appreciation, 
for it is as pleasing and spirited as possible.... But of his writing there remained only 
this discourse (and even that by accident, for I believe he never saw it after it got away 
from his hands) and certain remarks on the Edict of January, famous during our civil 
wars, which will find their place elsewhere.[7] That is all I could find in the papers he 
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left except the volume of his works that I have already published. I am myself 
especially indebted to the essay on Servitude, for it became the means of our first 
acquaintance. It was shown to me before I met him and gave me my first knowledge 
of his name..." 


Montaigne then goes on to celebrate the virtues of friendship, cites examples of it, 
and after speaking touchingly of his own attachment to his departed friend, he 
summons the young author of eighteen to speak. Then, suddenly, he adds: "Because I 
have discovered that this work has since been published, and with an evil purpose, by 
those who seek to disturb and change the form of our government without caring 
whether they better it, and who mixed it in with other grist from their own mills, I 
have decided not to print it here.' Instead he substitutes a sequence of twenty-nine 
sonnets already printed in the earlier volume of La Boétie's works, sonnets in honor of 
a lady.[8] 


The essay was thus suppressed by the man who had the original in his hands and 
was therefore most capable of giving an authoritative version. This is to be regretted, 
as pirated editions had appeared. We must concede that Montaigne had ample 
justification for a decision taken merely to keep the good name of La Boétie out of 
civil strife. 


The fact is that the Servitude volontaire had appeared anonymously in print five 
times between 1574 and 1578,[9] largely as an instrument in the hands of Protestants 
to foment rebellion after the massacre of St. Bartholomew. No wonder then that 
Montaigne decided to withhold this document and the observations on the Edict of 
January, 1562, because, as he said, of the "brutal unpleasant atmosphere of this most 
disagreeable season." 


These writings officially included by Montaigne in his own pages might have 
added fuel to the flame and wronged the reputation of his friend, whose inmost 
nature was opposed to violence. La Boétie was very far from imagining when he 
composed his classical discourse that it would transform its author ten years after his 
death into a champion of Huguenot resistance. 
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After Henry IV succeeded in quieting the realm by granting freedom of worship, 
the Servitude volontaire seemed to have ended its unexpected role. It was still 
mentioned in connection with Montaigne’s chapter on Friendship but readers were 
forgetting why the essayist had decided not to print it. 


Richelieu, in the early seventeenth century, was curious enough to want to read it 
but he had great difficulty in procuring a copy. A book dealer finally detached it from 
the Protestant Mémoires into which it had been set, and bound it separately for the 
Cardinal. We have no record of Richelieu's impressions, but we can surmise that he 
must have smiled at the impetuous eloquence against tyranny. Throughout the 
century nothing further is heard of the essay. But in 1727, in Geneva, when the 
publisher Coste was getting out a five volume edition of Montaigne, he had the bright 
idea of adding La Boétie's discourse as a tail-piece in the last volume. His example has 
since been followed in all the better editions of the Essais. The Servitude volontaire 
thus became again generally available to readers. 


An English translation, the only one before the rendering contained in this book, 
appeared in London in 1735. The editor has discovered only one copy of this in the 
United States.[10] It is not without emotion that one picks up this early tribute to 
liberty, which antedates our Revolution. Since this London edition, the Servitude 
volontaire has appeared twice in Italian and in French many times at peculiar dates, 
1789, 1835, 1845, 1863 — in periods marked by agitation preceding popular revolt. In 
this way, it would seem that the mildest and most just of men has become through 
one inspired essay an instigator of revolution, a role that has been the historic mission 
of other humble spirits dedicated to peace. 


The translation given here is not based upon the rather inaccurate printings of the 
essay in the sixteenth century but upon the manuscript once possessed by Henri de 
Mesmes (1532-1596), Privy Counselor to Henry II. De Mesmes, then active in behalf 
of conciliation between Christian sects, had read this copy of the Servitude and had 
written comments in the margin. The manuscript [11] may well be the original once 
owned by Montaigne and lent to his friend Henri de Mesmes, to whom he also 
dedicated one of the fragments of La Boétie's works in the volume he published. The 
previous English translation was based upon the Protestant version printed in 1577. 
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The differences are matters of detail rather than of spirit. 
Interpretation of the Essay 


This manifesto from a free spirit fits very well into its century, a period of 
geographical exploration, mental inquiry, political dispute, and religious warfare. 
The turbulent second half of the sixteenth century, with its growing Protestantism 
and its spreading Renaissance, can be viewed as a gathering effort at emergence from 
the intellectual trammels of the Middle Ages. We can discern in France not only 
authors like Rabelais, Ronsard, and Montaigne, who all present a new vitality in 
thought, but also political protesters, pleading for a larger measure of individual 
freedom in the state. 


There were tracts like the Franco-Gallia (1573) of Francois Hotman, who tries to 
show that in becoming hereditary the French monarchy deviated from the principles 
of its founding; the Republique (1576) of Jean Bodin, who proposes an enlightened 
Catholic government; the Vindiciae contra tyrannos (1578) of Hubert Languet, 
wherein royal policies are vigorously attacked; the Discours politiques et militaires 
(1587) of the one-armed sea captain Francois de la Noue, who found time between 
campaigns for Henry IV to preach tolerance. A little later Milton and Hobbes in 
England will be discussing similar political questions, Milton with devastating effect 
in his Tenure of Kings and Magistrates (1649). La Boétie would appear as an inspired 
ancestor to this distinguished line of political pamphleteers. 


Most scholars are agreed that the Servitude volontaire is not to be considered a 
transitory political document written to fit some particular emergency. It seems to be 
instead a serious contemplation of man's relation to government, which fact makes it 
indeed the living document it is today and ever will be. Just as Machiavelli's system 
may be termed autocratic, and Calvin's theocratic, La Boétie's is obviously one of the 
earliest Christian demonstrations of a new ideal in government, the democratic, for 
the author clearly states that men are born free and equal. 


The title he chose for his tract, Voluntary Servitude, proves that he considers the 
people responsible for their enslavement to a despot. He feels scorn for the tyrant but 
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also contempt for the nation submitting to him. La Boétie's genius consists in 
realizing and stating succinctly to his times the idea of the inalienable rights of the 
people, the very rights claimed for us in the Preamble to our American Constitution. 
The entire discourse breathes with this sentiment of the dignity and intrinsic 
independence of the individual. 


It would be a mistake, however, to consider La Boétie a firebrand intentionally 
inciting to revolt against oppression. He has taken every precaution to prevent the 
application of his thinking to the government of France. His terms of deference are 
too sincere to permit any notion of hypocritical subservience. The truth is he was not 
a rebel. We know not only from his words but also from his judicial record that he 
was the declared enemy of violence. His method of redress against dictators is much 
more subtle and effective than violence, and might be substantially described as 
"passive resistance." 


He sought political reform not by overt deeds involving bloodshed, but by a refusal 
of obedience to the orders of tyrants. Pastor NiemOller of Germany would be the 
perfect modern exponent of the doctrine of the discourse, which teaches essentially a 
peaceful method of obtaining liberty by the use of a moral weapon against which no 
dictator can prevail. La Boétie paints in lurid and clownish colors the complexion of 
tyranny, explains its unstable and contemptible basis, and then shows serenely the 
way to its overthrow by patience, passive resistance, and faith in God. 


It is not too much to assert that, if this four hundred-year-old essay could be placed 
in the hands of the oppressed peoples of our day, they would find a sure way to a 
rebirth of freedom, a manifestation of a new spirit that would almost automatically 
obliterate the obscurantist strutter's who today throttle their rights to life, liberty, and 
the pursuit of happiness. 


ANTI-DICTATOR 


I see no good in having several lords; 
Let one alone be master, let one alone be king. 
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These words Homer puts in the mouth of Ulysses,[1] as he addresses the people. If 
he had said nothing further than "I see no good in having several lords," it would have 
been well spoken. For the sake of logic he should have maintained that the rule of 
several could not be good since the power of one man alone, as soon as he acquires the 
title of master, becomes abusive and unreasonable. Instead he declared what seems 
preposterous: "Let one alone be master, let one alone be king." We must not be critical 
of Ulysses, who at the moment was perhaps obliged to speak these words in order to 
quell a mutiny in the army, for this reason, in my opinion, choosing language to meet 
the emergency rather than the truth. 


Yet, in the light of reason, it is a great misfortune to be at the beck and call of one 
master, for it is impossible to be sure that he is going to be kind, since it is always in 
his power to be cruel whenever he pleases. As for having several masters, according to 
the number one has, it amounts to being that many times unfortunate. Although I do 
not wish at this time to discuss this much debated question, namely whether other 
types of government are preferable to monarchy, [2] still I should like to know, before 
casting doubt on the place that monarchy should occupy among commonwealths, 
whether or not it belongs to such a group, since it is hard to believe that there is 
anything of common wealth in a country where everything belongs to one master. 
This question, however, can remain for another time and would really require a 
separate treatment involving by its very nature all sorts of political discussion. 


For the present I should like merely to understand how it happens that so many 
men, so many villages, so many cities, so many nations, sometimes suffer under a 
single tyrant who has no other power than the power they give him; who is able to 
harm them only to the extent to which they have the willingness to bear with him; 
who could do them absolutely no injury unless they preferred to put up with him 
rather than contradict him.[3] Surely a striking situation! Yet it is so common that 
one must grieve the more and wonder the less at the spectacle of a million men 
serving in wretchedness, their necks under the yoke, not constrained by a greater 
multitude than they, but simply, it would seem, delighted and charmed by the name 
of one man alone whose power they need not fear, for he is evidently the one person 
whose qualities they cannot admire because of his inhumanity and brutality toward 
them. 


24 


A weakness characteristic of human kind is that we often have to obey force; we 
have to make concessions; we ourselves cannot always be the stronger. Therefore, 
when a nation is constrained by the fortune of war to serve a single clique, as 
happened when the city of Athens served the thirty Tyrants,[4] one should not be 
amazed that the nation obeys, but simply be grieved by the situation; or rather, 
instead of being amazed or saddened, consider patiently the evil and look forward 
hopefully toward a happier future. 


Our nature is such that the common duties of human relationship occupy a great 
part of the course of our life. It is reasonable to love virtue, to esteem good deeds, to be 
grateful for good from whatever source we may receive it, and, often, to give up some 
of our comfort in order to increase the honor and advantage of some man whom we 
love and who deserves it. Therefore, if the inhabitants of a country have found some 
great personage who has shown rare foresight in protecting them in an emergency, 
rare boldness in defending them, rare solicitude in governing them, and if, from that 
point on, they contract the habit of obeying him and depending on him to such an 
extent that they grant him certain prerogatives, I fear that such a procedure is not 
prudent, inasmuch as they remove him from a position in which he was doing good 
and advance him to a dignity in which he may do evil. Certainly while he continues 
to manifest good will one need fear no harm from a man who seems to be generally 
well disposed. 


But O good Lord! What strange phenomenon is this? What name shall we give to 
it? What is the nature of this misfortune? What vice is it, or, rather, what 
degradation? To see an endless multitude of people not merely obeying, but driven to 
servility? Not ruled, but tyrannized over? These wretches have no wealth, no kin, nor 
wife nor children, not even life itself that they can call their own. They suffer 
plundering, wantonness, cruelty, not from an army, not from a barbarian horde, on 
account of whom they must shed their blood and sacrifice their lives, but from a single 
man; not from a Hercules nor from a Samson, but from a single little man. Too 
frequently this same little man is the most cowardly and effeminate in the nation, a 
stranger to the powder of battle and hesitant on the sands of the tournament; not only 
without energy to direct men by force, but with hardly enough virility to bed with a 
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common woman! Shall we call subjection to such a leader cowardice? Shall we say 
that those who serve him are cowardly and faint-hearted? If two, if three, if four, do 
not defend themselves from the one, we might call that circumstance surprising but 
nevertheless conceivable. In such a case one might be justified in suspecting a lack of 
courage. But if a hundred, if a thousand endure the caprice of a single man, should 
we not rather say that they lack not the courage but the desire to rise against him, and 
that such an attitude indicates indifference rather than cowardice? When not a 
hundred, not a thousand men, but a hundred provinces, a thousand cities, a million 
men, refuse to assail a single man from whom the kindest treatment received is the 
infliction of serfdom and slavery, what shall we call that? Is it cowardice? 


Of course there is in every vice inevitably some limit beyond which one cannot go. 
Two, possibly ten, may fear one; but when a thousand, a million men, a thousand 
cities, fail to protect themselves against the domination of one man, this cannot be 
called cowardly, for cowardice does not sink to such a depth, any more than valor can 
be termed the effort of one individual to scale a fortress, to attack an army, or to 
conquer a kingdom. What monstrous vice, then, is this which does not even deserve to 
be called cowardice, a vice for which no term can be found vile enough, which nature 
herself disavows and our tongues refuse to name? 


Place on one side fifty thousand armed men, and on the other the same number; 
let them join in battle, one side fighting to retain its liberty, the other to take it away; 
to which would you, at a guess, promise victory? Which men do you think would 
march more gallantly to combat — those who anticipate as a reward for their 
suffering the maintenance of their freedom, or those who cannot expect any other 
prize for the blows exchanged than the enslavement of others? One side will have 
before its eyes the blessings of the past and the hope of similar joy in the future; their 
thoughts will dwell less on the comparatively brief pain of battle than on what they 
may have to endure forever, they, their children, and all their posterity. The other side 
has nothing to inspire it with courage except the weak urge of greed, which fades 
before danger and which can never be so keen, it seems to me, that it will not be 
dismayed by the least drop of blood from wounds. 


Consider the justly famous battles of Miltiades,[5] Leonidas,[6] Themistocles,[7] 
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still fresh today in recorded history and in the minds of men as if they had occurred 
but yesterday, battles fought in Greece for the welfare of the Greeks and as an 
example to the world. What power do you think gave to sucha mere handful of men 
not the strength but the courage to withstand the attack of a fleet so vast that even the 
seas were burdened, and to defeat the armies of so many nations, armies so immense 
that their officers alone outnumbered the entire Greek force? What was it but the fact 
that in those glorious days this struggle represented not so much a fight of Greeks 
against Persians as a victory of liberty over domination, of freedom over greed? 


It amazes us to hear accounts of the valor that liberty arouses in the hearts of those 
who defend it; but who could believe reports of what goes on every day among the 
inhabitants of some countries, who could really believe that one man alone may 
mistreat a hundred thousand and deprive them of their liberty? Who would credit 
such a report if he merely heard it, without being present to witness the event? And if 
this condition occurred only in distant lands and were reported to us, which one 
among us would not assume the tale to be imagined or invented, and not really true? 


Obviously there is no need of fighting to overcome this single tyrant, for he is 
automatically defeated if the country refuses consent to its own enslavement: it is not 
necessary to deprive him of anything, but simply to give him nothing; there is no need 
that the country make an effort to do anything for itself provided it does nothing 
against itself. It is therefore the inhabitants themselves who permit, or, rather, bring 
about, their own subjection, since by ceasing to submit they would put an end to their 
servitude. A people enslaves itself, cuts its own throat, when, having a choice between 
being vassals and being free men, it deserts its liberties and takes on the yoke, gives 
consent to its own misery, or, rather, apparently welcomes it. 


If it cost the people anything to recover its freedom, I should not urge action to this 
end, although there is nothing a human should hold more dear than the restoration 
of his own natural right, to change himself from a beast of burden back to a man, so 
to speak. I do not demand of him so much boldness; let him prefer the doubtful 
security of living wretchedly to the uncertain hope of living as he pleases. What then? 
If in order to have liberty nothing more is needed than to long for it, if only a simple 
act of the will is necessary, is there any nation in the world that considers a single 


27 


wish too high a price to pay in order to recover rights which it ought to be ready to 
redeem at the cost of its blood, rights such that their loss must bring all men of honor 
to the point of feeling life to be unendurable and death itself a deliverance? 


Everyone knows that the fire from a little spark will increase and blaze ever higher 
as long as it finds wood to burn; yet without being quenched by water, but merely by 
finding no more fuel to feed on, it consumes itself, dies down, and is no longer a 
flame. Similarly, the more tyrants pillage, the more they crave, the more they ruin 
and destroy; the more one yields to them, and obeys them, by that much do they 
become mightier and more formidable, the readier to annihilate and destroy. But if 
not one thing is yielded to them, if, without any violence they are simply not obeyed, 
they become naked and undone and as nothing, just as, when the root receives no 
nourishment, the branch withers and dies. 


To achieve the good that they desire, the bold do not fear danger; the intelligent do 
not refuse to undergo suffering. It is the stupid and cowardly who are neither able to 
endure hardship nor to vindicate their rights; they stop at merely longing for them, 
and lose through timidity the valor roused by the effort to claim their rights, although 
the desire to enjoy them still remains as part of their nature. A longing common to 
both the wise and the foolish, to brave men and to cowards, is this longing for all 
those things which, when acquired, would make them happy and contented. Yet one 
element appears to be lacking. I do not know how it happens that nature fails to place 
within the hearts of men a burning desire for liberty, a blessing so great and so 
desirable that when it is lost all evils follow thereafter, and even the blessings that 
remain lose taste and savor because of their corruption by servitude. Liberty is the 
only joy upon which men do not seem to insist; for surely if they really wanted it they 
would receive it. Apparently they refuse this wonderful privilege because it is so easily 
acquired. 


Poor, wretched, and stupid peoples, nations determined on your own misfortune 
and blind to your own good! You let yourselves be deprived before your own eyes of 
the best part of your revenues; your fields are plundered, your homes robbed, your 
family heirlooms taken away. You live in such a way that you cannot claim a single 
thing as your own; and it would seem that you consider yourselves lucky to be loaned 
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your property, your families, and your very lives. All this havoc, this misfortune, this 
ruin, descends upon you not from alien foes, but from the one enemy whom you 
yourselves render as powerful as he is, for whom you go bravely to war, for whose 
greatness you do not refuse to offer your own bodies unto death. He who thus 
domineers over you has only two eyes, only two hands, only one body, no more than 
is possessed by the least man among the infinite numbers dwelling in your cities; he 
has indeed nothing more than the power that you confer upon him to destroy you. 
Where has he acquired enough eyes to spy upon you, if you do not provide them 
yourselves? How can he have so many arms to beat you with, if he does not borrow 
them from you? The feet that trample down your cities, where does he get them if they 
are not your own? How does he have any power over you except through you? How 
would he dare assail you if he had no cooperation from you? What could he do to you 
if you yourselves did not connive with the thief who plunders you, if you were not 
accomplices of the murderer who kills you, if you were not traitors to yourselves? You 
sow your crops in order that he may ravage them, you install and furnish your homes 
to give him goods to pillage; you rear your daughters that he may gratify his lust; you 
bring up your children in order that he may confer upon them the greatest privilege 
he knows — to be led into his battles, to be delivered to butchery, to be made the 
servants of his greed and the instruments of his vengeance; you yield your bodies unto 
hard labor in order that he may indulge in his delights and wallow in his filthy 
pleasures; you weaken yourselves in order to make him the stronger and the mightier 
to hold you in check. 


From all these indignities, such as the very beasts of the field would not endure, 
you can deliver yourselves if you try, not by taking action, but merely by willing to 
be free. Resolve to serve no more, and you are at once freed. I do not ask that you 
place hands upon the tyrant to topple him over, but simply that you support him 
no longer; then you will behold him, like a great Colossus whose pedestal has been 
pulled away, fall of his own weight and break in pieces. 


Doctors are no doubt correct in warning us not to touch incurable wounds; and I 


am presumably taking chances in preaching as I do to a people which has long lost all 
sensitivity and, no longer conscious of its infirmity, is plainly suffering from mortal 
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illness. Let us therefore understand by logic, if we can, how it happens that this 
obstinate willingness to submit has become so deeply rooted in a nation that the very 
love of liberty now seems no longer natural. 

In the first place, all would agree that, if we led our lives according to the ways 
intended by nature and the lessons taught by her, we should be intuitively obedient to 
our parents; later we should adopt reason as our guide and become slaves to nobody. 
Concerning the obedience given instinctively to one's father and mother, we are in 
agreement, each one admitting himself to be a model. As to whether reason is born 
with us or not, that is a question loudly discussed by academicians and treated by all 
schools of philosophers. For the present I think I do not err in stating that there is in 
our souls some native seed of reason, which, if nourished by good counsel and 
training, flowers into virtue, but which, on the other hand, if unable to resist the vices 
surrounding it, is stifled and blighted. Yet surely if there is anything in this world 
clear and obvious, to which one cannot close one’s eyes, it is the fact that nature, 
handmaiden of God, governess of men, has cast us all in the same mold in order that 
we may behold in one another companions, or rather brothers. 


If in distributing her gifts nature has favored some more than others with respect 
to body or spirit, she has nevertheless not planned to place us within this world as if it 
were a field of battle, and has not endowed the stronger or the cleverer in order that 
they may act like armed brigands in a forest and attack the weaker. One should 
rather conclude that in distributing larger shares to some and smaller shares to 
others, nature has intended to give occasion for brotherly love to become manifest, 
some of us having the strength to give help to others who are in need of it. Hence, 
since this kind mother has given us the whole world as a dwelling place, has lodged us 
in the same house, has fashioned us according to the same model so that in beholding 
one another we might almost recognize ourselves; since she has bestowed upon us all 
the great gift of voice and speech for fraternal relationship, thus achieving by the 
common and mutual statement of our thoughts a communion of our wills; and since 
she has tried in every way to narrow and tighten the bond of our union and kinship; 
since she has revealed in every possible manner her intention, not so much to 
associate us as to make us one organic whole, there can be no further doubt that we 
are all naturally free, inasmuch as we are all comrades. Accordingly it should not 
enter the mind of anyone that nature has placed some of us in slavery, since she has 
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actually created us all in one likeness. 


Therefore it is fruitless to argue whether or not liberty is natural, since none can be 
held in slavery without being wronged, and in a world governed by a nature, which is 
reasonable, there is nothing so contrary as an injustice. Since freedom is our natural 
state, we are not only in possession of it but have the urge to defend it. 


Now, if perchance some cast a doubt on this conclusion and are so corrupted that 
they are not able to recognize their rights and inborn tendencies, I shall have to do 
them the honor that is properly theirs and place, so to speak, brute beasts in the pulpit 
to throw light on their nature and condition. The very beasts, God help me! if men are 
not too deaf, cry out to them, "Long live Liberty!" Many among them die as soon as 
captured: just as the fish loses life as soon as he leaves the water, so do these creatures 
close their eyes upon the light and have no desire to survive the loss of their natural 
freedom. 


If the animals were to constitute their kingdom by rank, their nobility would be 
chosen from this type. Others, from the largest to the smallest, when captured put up 
such a strong resistance by means of claws, horns, beak, and paws, that they show 
clearly enough how they cling to what they are losing; afterwards in captivity they 
manifest by so many evident signs their awareness of their misfortune, that it is easy 
to see they are languishing rather than living, and continue their existence more in 
lamentation of their lost freedom than in enjoyment of their servitude. 


What else can explain the behavior of the elephant who, after defending himself to 
the last ounce of his strength and knowing himself on the point of being taken, dashes 
his jaws against the trees and breaks his tusks, thus manifesting his longing to remain 
free as he has been and proving his wit and ability to buy off the huntsmen in the 
hope that through the sacrifice of his tusks he will be permitted to offer his ivory as a 
ransom for his liberty? 


We feed the horse from birth in order to train him to do our bidding. Yet he is 


tamed with such difficulty that when we begin to break him in he bites the bit, he 
rears at the touch of the spur, as if to reveal his instinct and show by his actions that, 
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if he obeys, he does so not of his own free will but under constraint. What more can 
we say? 


"Even the oxen under the weight of the yoke complain, 
And the birds in their cage lament," 


as I expressed it some time ago, toying with our French poesy. For I shall not hesitate 
in writing to you, O Longa,[8] to introduce some of my verses, which I never read to 
you because of your obvious encouragement which is quite likely to make me 
conceited. And now, since all beings, because they feel, suffer misery in subjection and 
long for liberty; since the very beasts, although made for the service of man, cannot 
become accustomed to control without protest, what evil chance has so denatured 
man that he, the only creature really born to be free, lacks the memory of his original 
condition and the desire to return to it? 


There are three kinds of tyrants; some receive their proud position through 
elections by the people, others by force of arms, others by inheritance. Those who have 
acquired power by means of war act in such wise that it is evident they rule over a 
conquered country. Those who are born to kingship are scarcely any better, because 
they are nourished on the breast of tyranny, suck in with their milk the instincts of the 
tyrant, and consider the people under them as their inherited serfs; and according to 
their individual disposition, miserly or prodigal, they treat their kingdom as their 


property. 


He who has received the state from the people, however, ought to be, it seems to 
me, more bearable and would be so, I think, were it not for the fact that as soon as he 
sees himself higher than the others, flattered by that quality which we call grandeur, 
he plans never to relinquish his position. Such a man usually determines to pass on to 
his children the authority that the people have conferred upon him; and once his heirs 
have taken this attitude, strange it is how far they surpass other tyrants in all sorts of 
vices, and especially in cruelty, because they find no other means to impose this new 
tyranny than by tightening control and removing their subjects so far from any 
notion of liberty that even if the memory of it is fresh it will soon be eradicated. 
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Yet, to speak accurately, I do perceive that there is some difference among these 
three types of tyranny, but as for stating a preference, I cannot grant there is any. For 
although the means of coming into power differ, still the method of ruling is 
practically the same; those who are elected act as if they were breaking in bullocks; 
those who are conquerors make the people their prey; those who are heirs plan to treat 
them as if they were their natural slaves. 


In connection with this, let us imagine some newborn individuals, neither 
acquainted with slavery nor desirous of liberty, ignorant indeed of the very words. If 
they were permitted to choose between being slaves and free men, to which would 
they give their vote? There can be no doubt that they would much prefer to be guided 
by reason itself than to be ordered about by the whims of a single man. 


The only possible exception might be the Israelites who, without any compulsion 
or need, appointed a tyrant.[9] I can never read their history without becoming 
angered and even inhuman enough to find satisfaction in the many evils that befell 
them on this account. 


But certainly all men, as long as they remain men, before letting themselves 
become enslaved must either be driven by force or led into it by deception; conquered 
by foreign armies, as were Sparta and Athens by the forces of Alexander [10] or by 
political factions, as when at an earlier period the control of Athens had passed into 
the hands of Pisistrates.[11] 


When they lose their liberty through deceit they are not so often betrayed by others 
as misled by themselves. This was the case with the people of Syracuse, chief city of 
Sicily (I am told the place is now named Saragossa [12]) when, in the throes of war 
and heedlessly planning only for the present danger, they promoted Denis,[13] their 
first tyrant, by entrusting to him the command of the army, without realizing that 
they had given him such power that on his victorious return this worthy man would 
behave as if he had vanquished not his enemies but his compatriots, transforming 
himself from captain to king, and then from king to tyrant. 


It is incredible how as soon as a people becomes subject, it promptly falls into such 
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complete forgetfulness of its freedom that it can hardly be roused to the point of 
regaining it, obeying so easily and so willingly that one is led to say, on beholding such 
a situation, that this people has not so much lost its liberty as won its enslavement. 


It is true that in the beginning men submit under constraint and by force; but 
those who come after them obey without regret and perform willingly what their 
predecessors had done because they had to. This is why men born under the yoke and 
then nourished and reared in slavery are content, without further effort, to live in 
their native circumstance, unaware of any other state or right, and considering as 
quite natural the condition into which they were born. 


There is, however, no heir so spendthrift or indifferent that he does not sometimes 
scan the account books of his father in order to see if he is enjoying all the privileges of 
his legacy or whether, perchance, his rights and those of his predecessor have not been 
encroached upon. Nevertheless it is clear enough that the powerful influence of 
custom is in no respect more compelling than in this, namely, habituation to 
subjection. 


It is said that Mithridates[14] trained himself to drink poison. Like him we learn 
to swallow, and not to find bitter, the venom of servitude. It cannot be denied that 
nature is influential in shaping us to her will and making us reveal our rich or meager 
endowment; yet it must be admitted that she has less power over us than custom, for 
the reason that native endowment, no matter how good, is dissipated unless 
encouraged, whereas environment always shapes us in its own way, whatever that 
may be, in spite of nature's gifts. The good seed that nature plants in us is so slight 
and so slippery that it cannot withstand the least harm from wrong nourishment; it 
flourishes less easily, becomes spoiled, withers, and comes to nothing. Fruit trees 
retain their own particular quality if permitted to grow undisturbed, but lose it 
promptly and bear strange fruit not their own when ingrafted. Every herb has its 
peculiar characteristics, its virtues and properties; yet frost, weather, soil, or the 
gardener’s hand increase or diminish its strength; the plant seen in one spot cannot be 
recognized in another. 


Whoever could have observed the early Venetians,[15] a handful of people living 
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so freely that the most wicked among them would not wish to be king over them, so 
born and trained that they would not vie with one another except as to which one 
could give the best counsel and nurture their liberty most carefully, so instructed and 
developed from their cradles that they would not exchange for all the other delights of 
the world an iota of their freedom; who, I say, familiar with the original nature of 
such a people, could visit today the territories of the man known as the Great Doge, 
and there contemplate with composure a people unwilling to live except to serve him, 
and maintaining his power at the cost of their lives? Who would believe that these two 
groups of people had an identical origin? Would one not rather conclude that upon 
leaving a city of men he had chanced upon a menagerie of beasts? 


Lycurgus,[16] the lawgiver of Sparta, is reported to have reared two dogs of the 
same litter by fattening one in the kitchen and training the other in the fields to the 
sound of the bugle and the horn, thereby to demonstrate to the Lacedaemonians that 
men, too, develop according to their early habits. He set the two dogs in the open 
market place, and between them he placed a bowl of soup and a hare. One ran to the 
bowl of soup, the other to the hare; yet they were, as he maintained, born brothers of 
the same parents. In such manner did this leader, by his laws and customs, shape and 
instruct the Spartans so well that any one of them would sooner have died than 
acknowledge any sovereign other than law and reason. 


It gives me pleasure to recall a conversation of the olden time between one of the 
favorites of Xerxes, the great king of Persia, and two Lacedaemonians. When 
Xerxes[17] equipped his great army to conquer Greece, he sent his ambassadors into 
the Greek cities to ask for water and earth. 

That was the procedure the Persians adopted in summoning the cities to 
surrender. Neither to Athens nor to Sparta, however, did he dispatch such messengers, 
because those who had been sent there by Darius his father had been thrown, by the 
Athenians and Spartans, some into ditches and others into wells, with the invitation 
to help themselves freely there to water and soil to take back to their prince. 


Those Greeks could not permit even the slightest suggestion of encroachment upon 


their liberty. The Spartans suspected, nevertheless, that they had incurred the wrath 
of the gods by their action, and especially the wrath of Talthybios,[18] the god of the 
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heralds; in order to appease him they decided to send to Xerxes two of their citizens in 
atonement for the cruel death inflicted upon the ambassadors of his father. 


Two Spartans, one named Sperte and the other Bulis, volunteered to offer 
themselves as a sacrifice. So they departed, and on the way they came to the palace of 
the Persian named Hydarnes, lieutenant of the king in all the Asiatic cities situated 
on the sea coasts. He received them with great honor, feasted them, and then, 
speaking of one thing and another, he asked them why they refused so obdurately his 
king's friendship. "Consider well, O Spartans," said he, "and realize by my example 
that the king knows how to honor those who are worthy, and believe that if you were 
his men he would do the same for you; if you belonged to him and he had known you, 
there is not one among you who might not be the lord of some Greek city.""By such 
words, Hydarnes, you give us no good counsel," replied the Lacedaemonians, "because 
you have experienced merely the advantage of which you speak; you do not know the 
privilege we enjoy. You have the honor of the king's favor; but you know nothing 
about liberty, what relish it has and how sweet it is. For if you had any knowledge of 
it, you yourself would advise us to defend it, not with lance and shield, but with our 
very teeth and nails." 


Only Spartans could give such an answer, and surely both of them spoke as they 
had been trained. It was impossible for the Persian to regret liberty, not having 
known it, nor for the Lacedaemonians to find subjection acceptable after having 
enjoyed freedom. 


Cato the Utican,[19] while still a child under the rod, could come and go in the 
house of Sylla the despot. Because of the place and family of his origin and because he 
and Sylla were close relatives, the door was never closed to him. He always had his 
teacher with him when he went there, as was the custom for children of noble birth. 
He noticed that in the house of Sylla, in the dictator's presence or at his command, 
some men were imprisoned and others sentenced; one was banished, another was 
strangled; one demanded the goods of another citizen, another his head; in short, all 
went there, not as to the house of a city magistrate but as to the people's tyrant, and 
this was therefore not a court of justice, but rather a resort of tyranny. Whereupon 
the young lad said to his teacher, "Why don't you give me a dagger? I will hide it 
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under my robe. I often go into Sylla's room before he is risen, and my arm is strong 
enough to rid the city of him." 


There is a speech truly characteristic of Cato; it was a true beginning of this hero so 
worthy of his end. And should one not mention his name or his country, but state 
merely the fact as it is, the episode itself would speak eloquently, and anyone would 
divine that he was a Roman born in Rome at the time when she was free. 


And why all this? Certainly not because I believe that the land or the region has 
anything to do with it, for in any place and in any climate subjection is bitter and to 
be free is pleasant; but merely because I am of the opinion that one should pity those 
who, at birth, arrive with the yoke upon their necks. We should exonerate and forgive 
them, since they have not seen even the shadow of liberty, and, being quite unaware 
of it, cannot perceive the evil endured through their own slavery. 


If there were actually a country like that of the Cimmerians mentioned by Homer, 
where the sun shines otherwise than on our own, shedding its radiance steadily for six 
successive months and then leaving humanity to drowse in obscurity until it returns 
at the end of another half-year, should we be surprised to learn that those born 
during this long night do grow so accustomed to their native darkness that unless they 
were told about the sun they would have no desire to see the light? One never pines for 
what he has never known; longing comes only after enjoyment and constitutes, 
amidst the experience of sorrow, the memory of past joy. It is truly the nature of man 
to be free and to wish to be so, yet his character is such that he instinctively follows the 
tendencies that his training gives him. 


Let us therefore admit that all those things to which he is trained and accustomed 
seem natural to man and that only that is truly native to him which he receives with 
his primitive, untrained individuality. Thus custom becomes the first reason for 
voluntary servitude. Men are like handsome race horses who first bite the bit and 
later like it, and rearing under the saddle a while soon learn to enjoy displaying their 
harness and prance proudly beneath their trappings. 


Similarly men will grow accustomed to the idea that they have always been in 
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subjection, that their fathers lived in the same way; they will think they are obliged to 
suffer this evil, and will persuade themselves by example and imitation of others, 
finally investing those who order them around with proprietary rights, based on the 
idea that it has always been that way. 


There are always a few, better endowed than others, who feel the weight of the 
yoke and cannot restrain themselves from attempting to shake it off: these are the 
men who never become tamed under subjection and who always, like Ulysses on 
land and sea constantly seeking the smoke of his chimney, cannot prevent 
themselves from peering about for their natural privileges and from remembering 
their ancestors and their former ways. These are in fact the men who, possessed of 
clear minds and far-sighted spirit, are not satisfied, like the brutish mass, to see 
only what is at their feet, but rather look about them, behind and before, and even 
recall the things of the past in order to judge those of the future, and compare both 
with their present condition. These are the ones who, having good minds of their 
own, have further trained them by study and learning. Even if liberty had entirely 
perished from the earth, such men would invent it. For them slavery has no 
satisfactions, no matter how well disguised. 


The Grand Turk was well aware that books and teaching more than anything else 
give men the sense to comprehend their own nature and to detest tyranny. I 
understand that in his territory there are few educated people, for he does not want 
many. On account of this restriction, men of strong zeal and devotion, who in spite of 
the passing of time have preserved their love of freedom, still remain ineffective 
because, however numerous they may be, they are not known to one another; under 
the tyrant they have lost freedom of action, of speech, and almost of thought; they are 
alone in their aspiration. 


Indeed Momus, god of mockery, was not merely joking when he found this to 
criticize in the man fashioned by Vulcan, namely, that the maker had not set a little 


window in his creature's heart to render his thoughts visible. 


It is reported that Brutus, Cassius, and Casca, on undertaking to free Rome, and 
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for that matter the whole world, refused to include in their band Cicero,[20] that 
great enthusiast for the public welfare if ever there was one, because they considered 
his heart too timid for such a lofty deed; they trusted his willingness but they were 
none too sure of his courage. 


Yet whoever studies the deeds of earlier days and the annals of antiquity will find 
practically no instance of heroes who failed to deliver their country from evil hands 
when they set about their task with a firm, whole-hearted, and sincere intention. 
Liberty, as if to reveal her nature, seems to have given them new strength. 


Harmodios and Aristogiton,[21] Thrasybulus,[22] Brutus the Elder,[23] 
Valerianus,[24] and Dion[25] achieved successfully what they planned virtuously: for 
hardly ever does good fortune fail a strong will. Brutus the Younger and Cassius were 
successful in eliminating servitude, and although they perished in their attempt to 
restore liberty, they did not die miserably (what blasphemy it would be to say there 
was anything miserable about these men, either in their death or in their living!). 
Their loss worked great harm, everlasting misfortune, and complete destruction of the 
Republic, which appears to have been buried with them. 


Other and later undertakings against the Roman emperors were merely plottings 
of ambitious people, who deserve no pity for the misfortunes that overtook them, for it 
is evident that they sought not to destroy, but merely to usurp the crown, scheming to 
drive away the tyrant, but to retain tyranny. 


For myself, I could not wish such men to prosper and I am glad they have 
shown by their example that the sacred name of Liberty must never be used to 
cover a false enterprise. 


But to come back to the thread of our discourse, which I have practically lost: the 
essential reason why men take orders willingly is that they are born serfs and are 
reared as such. From this cause there follows another result, namely that people easily 


become cowardly and submissive under tyrants. 


For this observation I am deeply grateful to Hippocrates, the renowned father of 
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medicine, who noted and reported it in a treatise of his entitled Concerning Diseases. 
This famous man was certainly endowed with a great heart and proved it clearly by 
his reply to the Great King,[26] who wanted to attach him to his person by means of 
special privileges and large gifts. Hippocrates answered frankly that it would be a 
weight on his conscience to make use of his science for the cure of barbarians who 
wished to slay his fellow Greeks, or to serve faithfully by his skill anyone who 
undertook to enslave Greece. The letter he sent the king can still be read among his 
other works and will forever testify to his great heart and noble character. 


By this time it should be evident that liberty once lost, valor also perishes. A subject 
people shows neither gladness nor eagerness in combat: its men march sullenly to 
danger almost as if in bonds, and stultified; they do not feel throbbing within them 
that eagerness for liberty which engenders scorn of peril and imparts readiness to 
acquire honor and glory by a brave death amidst one’s comrades. 


Among free men there is competition as to who will do most, each for the common 
good, each by himself, all expecting to share in the misfortunes of defeat, or in the 
benefits of victory; but an enslaved people loses in addition to this warlike courage, all 
signs of enthusiasm, for their hearts are degraded, submissive, and incapable of any 
great deed. 


Tyrants are well aware of this, and, in order to degrade their subjects further, 
encourage them to assume this attitude and make it instinctive. 


Xenophon, grave historian of first rank among the Greeks, wrote a book [27] in 
which he makes Simonides speak with Hieron, Tyrant of Syracuse, concerning the 
anxieties of the tyrant. This book is full of fine and serious remonstrances, which in 
my opinion are as persuasive as words can be. Would to God that all despots who 
have ever lived might have kept it before their eyes and used it as a mirror! I cannot 
believe they would have failed to recognize their warts and to have conceived some 
shame for their blotches. In this treatise is explained the torment in which tyrants find 
themselves when obliged to fear everyone because they do evil unto every man. 


Among other things we find the statement that bad kings employ foreigners in 
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their wars and pay them, not daring to entrust weapons in the hands of their own 
people, whom they have wronged. (There have been good kings who have used 
mercenaries from foreign nations, even among the French, although more so formerly 
than today, but with the quite different purpose of preserving their own people, 
considering as nothing the loss of money in the effort to spare French lives. That is, I 
believe, what Scipio [28] the great African meant when he said he would rather save 
one citizen than defeat a hundred enemies.) For it is plainly evident that the dictator 
does not consider his power firmly established until he has reached the point where 
there is no man under him who is of any worth. 


Therefore there may be justly applied to him the reproach to the master of the 
elephants made by Thrason and reported by Terence: 


Are you indeed so proud 
Because you command wild beasts? [29] 


This method tyrants use of stultifying their subjects cannot be more clearly 
observed than in what Cyrus[30] did with the Lydians after he had taken Sardis, their 
chief city, and had at his mercy the captured Croesus, their fabulously rich king. 
When news was brought to him that the people of Sardis had rebelled, it would have 
been easy for him to reduce them by force; but being unwilling either to sack such a 

fine city or to maintain an army there to police it, he thought of an unusual expedient 
for reducing it. He established in it brothels, taverns, and public games, and issued 
the proclamation that the inhabitants were to enjoy them. He found this type of 
garrison so effective that he never again had to draw the sword against the Lydians. 
These wretched people enjoyed themselves inventing all kinds of games, so that the 
Latins have derived the word from them, and what we call pastimes they call ludi, as 
if they meant to say Lydi. Not all tyrants have manifested so clearly their intention to 
effeminize their victims; but in fact, what the aforementioned despot publicly 
proclaimed and put into effect, most of the others have pursued secretly as an end. 


It is indeed the nature of the populace, whose density is always greater in the 


cities, to be suspicious toward one who has their welfare at heart, and gullible toward 
one who fools them. Do not imagine that there is any bird more easily caught by 
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decoy, nor any fish sooner fixed on the hook by wormy bait, than are all these poor 
fools neatly tricked into servitude by the slightest feather passed, so to speak, before 
their mouths. Truly it is a marvelous thing that they let themselves be caught so 
quickly at the slightest tickling of their fancy. Plays, farces, spectacles, gladiators, 
strange beasts, medals, pictures, and other such opiates, these were for ancient peoples 
the bait toward slavery, the price of their liberty, the instruments of tyranny. By these 
practices and enticements the ancient dictators so successfully lulled their subjects 
under the yoke, that the stupefied peoples, fascinated by the pastimes and vain 
pleasures flashed before their eyes, learned subservience as naively, but not so 
creditably, as little children learn to read by looking at bright picture books. 


Roman tyrants invented a further refinement. They often provided the city wards 
with feasts to cajole the rabble, always more readily tempted by the pleasure of eating 
than by anything else. The most intelligent and understanding amongst them would 
not have quit his soup bowl to recover the liberty of the Republic of Plato. Tyrants 
would distribute largess, a bushel of wheat, a gallon of wine, and a sesterce: [31] and 
then everybody would shamelessly cry, "Long live the King!" The fools did not realize 
that they were merely recovering a portion of their own property, and that their ruler 
could not have given them what they were receiving without having first taken it from 
them. 


A man might one day be presented with a sesterce and gorge himself at the public 
feast, lauding Tiberius and Nero for handsome liberality, who on the morrow, would 
be forced to abandon his property to their avarice, his children to their lust, his very 
blood to the cruelty of these magnificent emperors, without offering any more 
resistance than a stone or a tree stump. The mob has always behaved in this way — 
eagerly open to bribes that cannot be honorably accepted, and dissolutely callous to 
degradation and insult that cannot be honorably endured. 


Nowadays I do not meet anyone who, on hearing mention of Nero, does not 
shudder at the very name of that hideous monster, that disgusting and vile pestilence. 
Yet when he died — when this incendiary, this executioner, this savage beast, died as 
vilely as he had lived — the noble Roman people, mindful of his games and his 
festivals, were saddened to the point of wearing mourning for him. Thus wrote 
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Cornelius Tacitus,[32] a competent and serious author, and one of the most reliable. 
This will not be considered peculiar in view of what this same people had previously 
done at the death of Julius Caesar, who had swept away their laws and their liberty, 
in whose character, it seems to me, there was nothing worth while, for his very 
liberality, which is so highly praised, was more baneful than the crudest tyrant who 
ever existed, because it was actually this poisonous amiability of his that sweetened 
servitude for the Roman people. After his death, that people, still preserving on their 
palates the flavor of his banquets and in their minds the memory of his prodigality, 
vied with one another to pay him homage. They piled up the seats of the Forum for 
the great fire that reduced his body to ashes, and later raised a column to him as to 
"The Father of His People." [33] (Such was the inscription on the capital.) They did 
him more honor, dead as he was, than they had any right to confer upon any man in 
the world, except perhaps on those who had killed him. 


They didn't even neglect, these Roman emperors, to assume generally the title of 
Tribune of the People, partly because this office was held sacred and inviolable and 
also because it had been founded for the defense and protection of the people and 
enjoyed the favor of the state. By this means they made sure that the populace would 
trust them completely, as if they merely used the title and did not abuse it. 


Today there are some who do not behave very differently: they never undertake an 
unjust policy, even one of some importance, without prefacing it with some pretty 
speech concerning public welfare and common good. 


You well know, O Longa, this formula which they use quite cleverly in certain 
places; although for the most part, to be sure, there cannot be cleverness where there is 
so much impudence. 


The kings of the Assyrians and even after them those of the Medes showed 
themselves in public as seldom as possible in order to set up a doubt in the minds of 
the rabble as to whether they were not in some way more than man, and thereby to 
encourage people to use their imagination for those things which they cannot judge by 
sight. Thus a great many nations who for a long time dwelt under the control of the 
Assyrians became accustomed, with all this mystery, to their own subjection, and 
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submitted the more readily for not knowing what sort of master they had, or scarcely 
even if they had one, all of them fearing by report someone they had never seen. 


The earliest kings of Egypt rarely showed themselves without carrying a cat, or 
sometimes a branch, or appearing with fire on their heads, masking themselves with 
these objects and parading like workers of magic. By doing this they inspired their 
subjects with reverence and admiration, whereas with people neither too stupid nor 
too slavish they would merely have aroused, it seems to me, amusement and laughter. 


It is pitiful to review the list of devices that early despots used to establish their 
tyranny; to discover how many little tricks they employed, always finding the 
populace conveniently gullible, readily caught in the net as soon as it was spread. 
Indeed they always fooled their victims so easily that while mocking them they 
enslaved them the more. 


What comment can I make concerning another fine counterfeit that ancient 
peoples accepted as true money? They believed firmly that the great toe of 
Pyrrhus, [34] king of Epirus, performed miracles and cured diseases of the spleen; they 
even enhanced the tale further with the legend that this toe, after the corpse had been 
burned, was found among the ashes, untouched by the fire. In this wise a foolish 
people itself invents lies and then believes them. 


Many men have recounted such things, but in such a way that it is easy to see that 
the parts were pieced together from idle gossip of the city and silly reports from the 
rabble. When Vespasian,[35] returning from Assyria, passes through Alexandria on 
his way to Rome to take possession of the empire, he performs wonders: he makes the 
crippled straight, restores sight to the blind, and does many other fine things, 
concerning which the credulous and undiscriminating were, in my opinion, more 
blind than those cured. 


Tyrants themselves have wondered that men could endure the persecution of a 
single man; they have insisted on using religion for their own protection and, where 
possible, have borrowed a stray bit of divinity to bolster up their evil ways. If we are to 
believe the Sybil of Virgil, Salmoneus, [36] in torment for having paraded as Jupiter in 
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older to deceive the populace, now atones in nethermost Hell: 


He suffered endless torment for having dared to imitate 
The thunderbolts of heaven and the flames of Jupiter. 
Upon a chariot drawn by four chargers he went, unsteadily 
Riding aloft, in his fist a great shining torch. 
Among the Greeks and into the market-place 
In the heart of the city of Elis he had ridden boldly: 
And displaying thus his vainglory he assumed 
An honor which undeniably belongs to the gods alone. 
This fool who imitated storm and the inimitable 
thunderbolt 
By clash of brass and with his dizzying charge 
On horn-hoofed steeds, the all-powerful Father beheld, 
Hurled not a torch, nor the feeble light 
From a waxen taper with its smoky fumes, 

But by the furious blast of thunder and lightning 
He brought him low, his heels above his head.[37] 


If such a one, who in his time acted merely through the folly of insolence, is so well 
received in Hell, I think that those who have used religion as a cloak to hide their 
vile-ness will be even more deservedly lodged in the same place. 


Our own leaders have employed in France certain similar devices, such as toads, 
fleurs-de-lys, sacred vessels, and standards with flames of gold.[38] However that may 
be, I do not wish, for my part, to be incredulous, since neither we nor our ancestors 
have had any occasion up to now for skepticism. 


Our kings have always been so generous in times of peace and so valiant in time of 
war, that from birth they seem not to have been created by nature like many others, 
but even before birth to have been designated by Almighty God for the government 
and preservation of this kingdom. Even if this were not so, yet should I not enter the 
tilting ground to call in question the truth of our traditions, or to examine them so 
strictly as to take away their fine conceits. Here is such a field for our French poetry, 
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now not merely honored but, it seems to me, reborn through our Ronsard, our Baif, 
our Bellay.[39] These poets are defending our language so well that I dare to believe 
that very soon neither the Greeks nor the Latins will in this respect have any 
advantage over us except possibly that of seniority. 


And I should assuredly do wrong to our poesy — I like to use that word despite the 
fact that several have rimed mechanically, for I still discern a number of men today 
capable of ennobling poetry and restoring it to its first lustre — but, as I say, I should 
do the Muse great injury if I deprived her now of those fine tales about King Clovis, 
amongst which it seems to me I can already see how agreeably and how happily the 
inspiration of our Ronsard in his Franciade [40] will play. I appreciate his loftiness, I 
am aware of his keen spirit, and I know the charm of the man: he will appropriate the 
oriflamme to his use much as did the Romans their sacred bucklers and the shields 
cast from heaven to earth, according to Virgil.[41] He will use our phial of holy oil 
much as the Athenians used the basket of Ericthonius;[42] he will win applause for 
our deeds of valor as they did for their olive wreath which they insist can still be found 
in Minerva's tower. Certainly I should be presumptuous if I tried to cast slurs on our 
records and thus invade the realm of our poets. 


But to return to our subject, the thread of which I have unwittingly lost in this 
discussion: it has always happened that tyrants, in order to strengthen their power, 
have made every effort to train their people not only in obedience and servility toward 
themselves, but also in adoration. Therefore all that I have said up to the present 
concerning the means by which a more willing submission has been obtained applies 
to dictators in their relationship with the inferior and common classes. 


I come now to a point which is, in my opinion, the mainspring and the secret of 
domination, the support and foundation of tyranny. Whoever thinks that halberds, 
sentries, the placing of the watch, serve to protect and shield tyrants is, in my. 
judgment, completely mistaken. These are used, it seems to me, more for ceremony 
and a show of force than for any reliance placed in them. 


The archers forbid the entrance to the palace to the poorly dressed who have no 
weapons, not to the well armed who can carry out some plot. Certainly it is easy to 
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say of the Roman emperors that fewer escaped from danger by the aid of their guards 
than were killed by their own archers. It is not the troops on horseback, it is not the 
companies afoot, it is not arms that defend the tyrant. 


This does not seem credible on first thought, but it is nevertheless true that there 
are only four or five who maintain the dictator, four or five who keep the country in 
bondage to him. Five or six have always had access to his ear, and have either gone to 
him of their own accord, or else have been summoned by him, to be accomplices in his 
cruelties, companions in his pleasures, panders to his lusts, and sharers in his 
plunders. These six manage their chief so successfully that he comes to be held 
accountable not only for his own misdeeds but even for theirs. The six have six 
hundred who profit under them, and with the six hundred they do what they have 
accomplished with their tyrant. The six hundred maintain under them six thousand, 
whom they promote in rank, upon whom they confer the government of provinces or 
the direction of finances, in order that they may serve as instruments of avarice and 
cruelty, executing orders at the proper time and working such havoc all around that 
they could not last except under the shadow of the six hundred, nor be exempt from 
law and punishment except through their influence. 


The consequence of all this is fatal indeed. And whoever is pleased to unwind the 
skein will observe that not the six thousand but a hundred thousand, and even 
millions, cling to the tyrant by this cord to which they are tied. 


According to Homer, Jupiter boasts of being able to draw to himself all the gods 
when he pulls a chain. Such a scheme caused the increase in the senate under 
Julius, [43] the formation of new ranks, the creation of offices; not really, if properly 
considered, to reform justice, but to provide new supporters of despotism. In short, 
when the point is reached, through big favors or little ones, that large profits or small 
are obtained under a tyrant, there are found almost as many people to whom tyranny 
seems advantageous as those to whom liberty would seem desirable. 


Doctors declare that if, when some part of the body has gangrene a disturbance 


arises in another spot, it immediately flows to the troubled part. Even so, whenever a 
ruler makes himself a dictator, all the wicked dregs of the nation — I do not mean the 
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pack of petty thieves and earless ruffians[44] who, in a republic, are unimportant in 
evil or good — but all those who are corrupted by burning ambition or extraordinary 
avarice, these gather round him and support him in order to have a share in the 
booty and to constitute themselves petty chiefs under the big tyrant. 


This is the practice among notorious robbers and famous pirates: some scour the 
country, others pursue voyagers; some lie in ambush, others keep a lookout; some 
commit murder, others robbery; and although there are among them differences in 
rank, some being only underlings while others are chieftains of gangs, yet is there not 
a single one among them who does not feel himself to be a sharer, if not of the main 
booty, at least in the pursuit of it. 


It is dependably related that Sicilian pirates gathered in such great numbers that 
it became necessary to send against them Pompey the Great,[45] and that they drew 
into their alliance fine towns and great cities in whose harbors they took refuge on 
returning from their expeditions, paying handsomely for the haven given their stolen 
goods. 


Thus the despot subdues his subjects, some of them by means of others, and thus is 
he protected by those from whom, if they were decent men, he would have to guard 
himself; just as, in order to split wood, one has to use a wedge of the wood itself. Such 
are his archers, his guards, his halberdiers; not that they themselves do not suffer 
occasionally at his hands, but this riff-raff, abandoned alike by God and man, can be 
led to endure evil if permitted to commit it, not against him who exploits them, but 
against those who like themselves submit, but are helpless. 


Nevertheless, observing those men who painfully serve the tyrant in order to win 
some profit from his tyranny and from the subjection of the populace, I am often 
overcome with amazement at their wickedness and sometimes by pity for their folly. 
For, in all honesty, can it be in any way except in folly that you approach a tyrant, 
withdrawing further from your liberty and, so to speak, embracing with both hands 
your servitude? 


Let such men lay aside briefly their ambition, or let them forget for a moment their 
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avarice, and look at themselves as they really are. Then they will realize clearly that 
the townspeople, the peasants whom they trample under foot and treat worse than 
convicts or slaves, they will realize, I say, that these people, mistreated as they may be, 
are nevertheless, in comparison with themselves, better off and fairly free. The tiller of 
the soil and the artisan, no matter how enslaved, discharge their obligation when they 
do what they are told to do; but the dictator sees men about him wooing and begging 
his favor, and doing much more than he tells them to do. Such men must not only 
obey orders; they must anticipate his wishes; to satisfy him they must foresee his 
desires; they must wear themselves out, torment themselves, kill themselves with work 
in his interest, and accept his pleasure as their own, neglecting their preferences for 
his, distorting their character and corrupting their nature; they must pay heed to his 
words, to his intonation, to his gestures, and to his glance. Let them have no eye, nor 
foot, nor hand that is not alert to respond to his wishes or to seek out his thoughts. 


Can that be called a happy life? Can it be called living? Is there anything more 
intolerable than that situation, I won't say for a man of mettle nor even for a man of 
high birth, but simply for a man of common sense or, to go even further, for anyone 
having the face of a man? What condition is more wretched than to live thus, with 
nothing to call one's own, receiving from someone else one's sustenance, one's power 
to act, one's body, one's very life? 


Still men accept servility in order to acquire wealth; as if they could acquire 
anything of their own when they cannot even assert that they belong to themselves, or 
as if anyone could possess under a tyrant a single thing in his own name. Yet they act 
as if their wealth really belonged to them, and forget that it is they themselves who 
give the ruler the power to deprive everybody of everything, leaving nothing that 
anyone can identify as belonging to somebody. They notice that nothing makes men 
so subservient to a tyrant's cruelty as property; that the possession of wealth is the 
worst of crimes against him, punishable even by death; that he loves nothing quite so 
much as money and ruins only the rich, who come before him as before a butcher, 
offering themselves so stuffed and bulging that they make his mouth water. 


These favorites should not recall so much the memory of those who have won 
great wealth from tyrants as of those who, after they had for some time amassed it, 
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have lost to him their property as well as their lives; they should consider not how 
many others have gained a fortune, but rather how few of them have kept it. 


Whether we examine ancient history or simply the times in which we live, we shall 
see clearly how great is the number of those who, having by shameful means won the 
ear of princes — who either profit from their villainies or take advantage of their 
naiveté — were in the end reduced to nothing by these very princes; and although at 
first such servitors were met by a ready willingness to promote their interests, they 
later found an equally obvious inconstancy which brought them to ruin. 


Certainly among so large a number of people who have at one time or another 
had some relationship with bad rulers, there have been few or practically none at all 
who have not felt applied to themselves the tyrant's animosity, which they had 
formerly stirred up against others. Most often, after becoming rich by despoiling 
others, under the favor of his protection, they find themselves at last enriching him 
with their own spoils. 


Even men of character — if it sometimes happens that a tyrant likes such a man 
well enough to hold him in his good graces, because in him shine forth the virtue and 
integrity that inspire a certain reverence even in the most depraved — even men of 
character, I say, could not long avoid succumbing to the common malady and would 
early experience the effects of tyranny at their own expense. 


A Seneca, a Burrus, a Thrasea, this triumvirate [46] of splendid men, will provide 
a sufficient reminder of such misfortune. Two of them were close to the tyrant by the 
fatal responsibility of holding in their hands the management of his affairs, and both 
were esteemed and beloved by him. One of them, moreover, had a peculiar claim 
upon his friendship, having instructed his master as a child. Yet these three by their 
cruel death give sufficient evidence of how little faith one can place in the friendship 
of an evil ruler. 


Indeed what friendship may be expected from one whose heart is bitter enough to 


hate even his own people, who do naught else but obey him? It is because he does not 
know how to love that he ultimately impoverishes his own spirit and destroys his own 
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empire. 


Now if one would argue that these men fell into disgrace because they wanted to 
act honorably, let him look around boldly at others close to that same tyrant, and he 
will see that those who came into his favor and maintained themselves by 
dishonorable means did not fare much better. Who has ever heard tell of a love more 
centered, of an affection more persistent, who has ever read of a man more 
desperately attached to a woman than Nero was to Poppaea? Yet she was later 
poisoned by his own hand.[47] 


Agrippina his mother had killed her husband, Claudius, in order to exalt her son; 
to gratify him she had never hesitated at doing or bearing anything; and yet this very 
son, her offspring, her emperor, elevated by her hand, after failing her often, finally 
took her life.[48] It is indeed true that no one denies she would have well deserved this 
punishment, if only it had come to her by some other hand than that of the son she 
had brought into the world. 


Who was ever more easily managed, more naive, or, to speak quite frankly, a 
greater simpleton, than Claudius the Emperor? Who was ever more wrapped up in 
his wife than he in Messalina,[49] whom he delivered finally into the hands of the 
executioner? Stupidity in a tyrant always renders him incapable of benevolent action; 
but in some mysterious way by dint of acting cruelly even towards those who are his 
closest associates, he seems to manifest what little intelligence he may have. 


Quite generally known is the striking phrase of that other tyrant who, gazing at the 
throat of his wife, a woman he dearly loved and without whom it seemed he could not 
live, caressed her with this charming comment: "This lovely throat would be cut at 
once if I but gave the order." [50] 


That is why the majority of the dictators of former days were commonly slain by 
their closest favorites who, observing the nature of tyranny, could not be so confident 
of the whim of the tyrant as they were distrustful of his power. Thus was Domitian 
[51] killed by Stephen, Commodus by one of his mistresses,[52] Antoninus by 
Macrinus,[53] and practically all the others in similar violent fashion. 
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The fact is that the tyrant is never truly loved, nor does he love. Friendship is a 
sacred word, a holy thing; it is never developed except between persons of character, 
and never takes root except through mutual respect; it flourishes not so much by 
kindnesses as by sincerity. What makes one friend sure of another is the knowledge of 
his integrity: as guarantees he has his friend's fine nature, his honor, and his 
constancy. There can be no friendship where there is cruelty, where there is disloyalty, 
where there is injustice. And in places where the wicked gather there is conspiracy 
only, not companionship: these have no affection for one another; fear alone holds 
them together; they are not friends, they are merely accomplices. 


Although it might not be impossible, yet it would be difficult to find true friendship 
in a tyrant; elevated above others and having no companions, he finds himself 
already beyond the pale of friendship, which receives its real sustenance from an 
equality that, to proceed without a limp, must have its two limbs equal. That is why 
there is honor among thieves (or so it is reported) in the sharing of the booty; they are 
peers and comrades; if they are not fond of one another they at least respect one 
another and do not seek to lessen their strength by squabbling. 


But the favorites of a tyrant can never feel entirely secure, and the less so because 
he has learned from them that he is all powerful and unlimited by any law or 
obligation. Thus it becomes his wont to consider his own will as reason enough, and 
to be master of all with never a compeer. 


Therefore it seems a pity that with so many examples at hand, with the danger 
always present, no one is anxious to act the wise man at the expense of the others, and 
that among so many persons fawning upon their ruler there is not a single one who 
has the wisdom and the boldness to say to him what, according to the fable, the fox 
said to the lion who feigned illness: "I should be glad to enter your lair to pay my 
respects; but I see many tracks of beasts that have gone toward you, yet not a single 
trace of any who have come back." 


These wretches see the glint of the despot's treasures and are bedazzled by the 
radiance of his splendor. Drawn by this brilliance they come near, without realizing 
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they are approaching a flame that cannot fail to scorch them. Similarly attracted, the 
indiscreet satyr of the old fables, on seeing the bright fire brought down by 
Prometheus, found it so beautiful that he went and kissed it, and was burned; so, as 
the Tuscan [54] poet reminds us, the moth, intent upon desire, seeks the flame 
because it shines, and also experiences its other quality, the burning. 


Moreover, even admitting that favorites may at times escape from the hands of 
him they serve, they are never safe from the ruler who comes after him. If he is good, 
they must render an account of their past and recognize at last that justice exists; if he 
is bad and resembles their late master, he will certainly have his own favorites, who 
are not usually satisfied to occupy in their turn merely the posts of their predecessors, 
but will more often insist on their wealth and their lives. 


Can anyone be found, then, who under such perilous circumstances and with so 
little security will still be ambitious to fill such an ill-fated position and serve, despite 
such perils, so dangerous a master? Good God, what suffering, what martrydom all 
this involves! To be occupied night and day in planning to please one person, and yet 
to fear him more than anyone else in the world; to be always on the watch, ears open, 
wondering whence the blow will come; to search out conspiracy, to be on guard 
against snares, to scan the faces of companions for signs of treachery, to smile at 
everybody and be mortally afraid of all, to be sure of nobody, either as an open enemy 
or as a reliable friend; showing always a gay countenance despite an apprehensive 
heart, unable to be joyous yet not daring to be sad! 


However, there is satisfaction in examining what they get out of all this torment, 
what advantage they derive from all the trouble of their wretched existence. Actually 
the people never blame the tyrant for the evils they suffer, but they do place 
responsibility on those who influence him; peoples, nations, all compete with one 
another, even the peasants, even the tillers of the soil, in mentioning the names of the 
favorites, in analyzing their vices, and heaping upon them a thousand insults, a 
thousand obscenities, a thousand maledictions. All their prayers, all their vows are 
directed against these persons; they hold them accountable for all their misfortunes, 
their pestilences, their famines; and if at times they show them outward respect, at 
those very moments they are fuming in their hearts and hold them in greater horror 
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than wild beasts. 


This is the glory and honor heaped upon influential favorites for their services by 
people who, if they could tear apart their living bodies, would still clamor for more, 
only half satiated by the agony they might behold. For even when the favorites are 
dead those who live after are never too lazy to blacken the names of these man-eaters 
with the ink of a thousand pens, tear their reputations into bits in a thousand books, 
and drag, so to speak, their bones past posterity, forever punishing them after their 
death for their wicked lives. 


Let us therefore learn while there is yet time, let us learn to do good. Let us raise 
our eyes to Heaven for the sake of our honor, for the very love of virtue, or, to speak 
wisely, for the love and praise of God Almighty, who is the infallible witness of our 
deeds and the just judge of our faults. As for me, I truly believe Iam right, since there 
is nothing so contrary to a generous and loving God as dictatorship — I believe He 
has reserved, in a separate spot in Hell, some very special punishment for tyrants and 
their accomplices. 


END 
Notes in the Introduction: 


[1] The title now generally given is Discours sur la servitude volontaire ou Contr'un. 
See p. xv, below. 


[2] G. A. Borgese, Goliath, or the March of Fascism, Viking, New York, 1937. 


[3] The name of the author should be pronounced with the "t" sounding like "ss" and 
riming with "poesy" accented on the last syllable. 


[4] William de Sur, known as Longa among his associates at Bordeaux. Mention is 


made here of this judge because La Boétie revered him and refers to him by name 
twice in the course of his essay. 
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[5] Book I of the Essays, Chapter XXVIII. 


[6] In 1571, eight years after La Boétie's death, Montaigne published these 
manuscripts with dedicatory epistles at the head of each, inscribed to those who had 
known his friend and could appreciate his rare qualities. He kept out only two of 
these documents, the Mémoire on the Edict of 1562, and the Voluntary Servitude. 


[7] They did indeed, for they disappeared entirely from all ken till they turned up in 
1917 and were then published by Paul Bonnefon, the greatest of La Boétie scholars. 


[8] Available in a beautiful English rendering by Louis How, Twenty-nine Sonnets of 
La Boétie, Houghton Mifflin, Boston, 1915. 


[9] The first time in Latin, a fragment incorporated into the Dialogues of Eusebio 
Philadelpho Cosmopolito, Edimburgi (Basel?), 1574; the second, almost complete, in 
French, Le Réveille-Matin des Francois, Paris, 1574; the third, fourth, and fifth, in 
three successive editions of the Mémoires de I'estat de France sous Charles neufiesme, 


Meidlebourg, 1577-78. All but the second edition were put out under Protestant 
auspices as an incitement to revolt. 


[10] Listed as x 27.20.56 in the rare bookroom of the Widener Library of Harvard 
University. 


[11] Available in the Bibliotheque Nationale as Number 839 in the Department of 
Manuscripts. 


Notes in the Main Text: 
[1] Iliad, Book II, Lines 204-205. 


[2] Government by a single ruler. From the Greek monos (single) and arkhein (to 
commana). 


[3] At this point begins the text of the long fragment published in the Reveille-Matin 
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des Francois. See Introduction, p. xvii. 

[4] An autocratic council of thirty magistrates that governed Athens for eight months 
in 404 B.C. They exhibited such monstrous despotism that the city rose in anger and 
drove them forth. 


[5] Athenian general, died 489 B.C. Some of his battles: expedition against Scythians; 
Lemnos; Imbros; Marathon, where Darius the Persian was defeated. 


[6] King of Sparta, died at Thermopylae in 480 B.C., defending the pass with three 
hundred loyal Spartans against Xerxes. 


[7] Athenian statesman and general, died 460 B.C. Some of his battles: expedition 
against Aegean Isles; victory over Persians under Xerxes at Salamis. 


[8] See Introduction, p. x. 
[9] The reference is to Saul anointed by Samuel. 


[10] Alexander the Macedonian became the acknowledged master of all Hellenes at 
the Assembly of Corinth, 335 B.C. 


[11] Athenian tyrant, died 527 B.C. He used ruse and bluster to control the city and 
was obliged to flee several times. 


[12] The name Syracuse is derived from Syraca, the marshland near which the city 
was founded. The author is misinformed about "Sarragousse," which is the Spanish 
Zaragoza, capital of Aragon. 

[13] Denis or Dionysius, tyrant of Syracuse, died in 367 B.C. Of lowly birth, this 
dictator imposed himself by plottings, putsches, and purges. The danger from which 


he saved his city was the invasion by the Carthaginians. 


[14] Mithridates (c. 135-63 B.C.) was next to Hannibal the most dreaded and potent 
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enemy of Roman Power. The reference in the text is to his youth when he spent some 
years in retirement hardening himself and immunizing himself against poison. In his 
old age, defeated by Pompey, betrayed by his own son, he tried poison and finally had 
to resort to the dagger of a friendly Gaul. (Pliny, Natural History, XXIV, 2.) 


[15] This passage probably suggested to Montaigne that his friend would have been 
glad to see the light in Venice. See Essays, Book I, Chapter XXVIII. 


[16] A half-legendary figure concerning whose life Plutarch admits there is much 
obscurity. He bequeathed to his land a rigid code regulating land, assembly, 
education, with the individual subordinate to the state. 


[17] The Persian fleet and army under Xerxes or Ahasuerus set out from Sardis in 
480 and were at first successful, even taking Athens and driving the Greeks to their 
last line of defense in the Bay of Salamis. Darius, the father of Xerxes, had made a 
similar incursion into Greece but was stopped at Marathon. 


[18] The messenger and herald of Agamemnon in the Iliad. 


[19] Marcus Porcius Cato, often called the Utican from the city where in 46 B.C., 
after reading the Phaedo of Plato, he ended his life. He was an uncompromising 
reformer and relentlessly attacked the vicious heirs to the power of Lucius Cornelius 
Sylla, the Roman dictator (136-78 B.C.). The Utican, born in 95 B.C., was only 
seventeen years old when Sylla died. 


[20] Cited from Plutarch's Life of Cicero. 
[21] Tradition made of Harmodios and Aristogiton martyrs for Athenian liberty. 
They plotted the death of the tyrant Hippias but were betrayed and put to death by 


torture, c. 500 B.C. 


[22] Athenian statesmen and general (died 388 B.C.) who ousted the Thirty Tyrants 
from power in Athens and restored the government to the people. 
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[23] Lucius Junius Brutus was the leader of the Roman revolution which overthrew 
the tyranny of Tarquinius Superbus, c. 500 B.C., and established the republic under 
the two praetors or consuls. As one of these magistrates it became his dolorous duty to 
condemn to death his two sons because they had plotted for the return of the 
Tarquins. 


[24] Publius Licinius Valerianus was a brilliant military leader chosen by his troops 
to be Emperor during a time of great anarchy. He met his death in Persia (260 A.D.). 


[25] Dion of Syracuse (400-354? B.C.) was famous for his protection of Plato in Sicily 
and for his expedition in 357, which freed his city from the tyranny of Denis. 


[26] Artaxerxes. 


[27] The Hieron, a youthful didactic work, consisting of a dialogue between 
Simonides and the Tyrant of Syracuse. The latter confesses his inner doubts and 
misgivings, his weariness at the dangers constantly besetting him, his sadness at not 
being loved by anyone. Even if he gave up his power, he would be in danger from the 
many enemies he has made. Simonides advises him to mend his ways and try 
kindness and generosity as a way of government. 


[28] Publius Cornelius Scipio (235-183 B.C.) led the brilliant campaign in Africa 
which caused Hannibal's recall from Italy and his final defeat. 


[29] The Eunuch, Act III, Scene 1. 


[30] Cyrus the Great (died 528 B.C.), founder of the Persian Empire, attacked 

Croesus before the latter could organize his army, and drove him in mid-winter out of 
his capital of Sardis. The episode here mentioned is related in Herodotus, Book I, 
chap. 86. 

[31] A Roman coin (semis-half, tertius-third) of variable value, originally of silver, 
later of bronze. 


[32] In his Histories (Book I, chap. 4) which cover the period (69-96 A.D.) from the 
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fall of Nero to the crowning of Nerva. 
[33] Suetonius, Life of Caesar, paragraphs 84-88. 


[34] The great dreamer of empire whose costly victory at Asculum wrecked his hopes 
of world domination. He was finally killed (272 B.C.) by a tile dropped on his head by 
an old woman. This story of the toe conies from Plutarch's Life of Pyrrhus. 


[35] Titus Flavius Vespasianus left his son Titus to complete the capture of Jerusalem 
while he, newly elected Emperor by his armies, turned back to Rome after the death of 
Galba in 69 A.D. The reference here is found in Suetonius, Life of Vespasian, Chapter 
VII. 


[36] In Greek mythology, Salmoneus, King of Elis, was the son of Aeolus and the 
brother of Sisyphus. He was reckless and sacrilegious and claimed to be the equal of 
Zeus by imitating his thunderbolts. Zeus threw him into Hades. 


[37] Aeneid, Chapter VI, verses 585 et seq. 


[38] These are references to heraldic emblems of royalty. The sacred vessel contained 
the holy oil for the coronation of the kings of France, said to have been brought by an 
angel from heaven for the crowning of Clovis in 496. The fleur-de-lis is the 
well-known heraldic flower dating from the 12th century. In its earlier forms it has 
other elements besides petals, such as arrow tips, spikes, and even bees and toads. The 
oriflamme or standard of gold was also adopted by French royalty. Originally it 
belonged to the Abbey of St. Denis and had a red background, dotted with stars 
surrounding a flaming sun. Some scholars have noted in the three branches of the 
fleur-de-lis a heraldic transformation of toads which formed presumably the totem of 
the ancient Francs. 


[39] These three were the most inspired of the Pléiade, a group of seven poets of the 
Renaissance in France. La Boétie's boast is impulsive but natural when one thinks of 
the vigor and hope of this period. Du Bellay (1548) published a Defense of the French 
Language which explained the literary doctrines of the group. The reference in the 
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text to this Defense helps date the Contr'un. 


[40] This unfinished epic has only four cantos; it attempts to relate how to Francus, 
son of Hector, is revealed the glorious future of France. He beholds a visionary 
procession of her kings descending from him all the way to Charlemagne. King Clovis 
(465-511), of whom many tales are told, was baptized after the miracle of Tolbiac 
and founded the Merovingian dynasty. Although the poem was not published till a 
few days after the Massacre of St. Bartholomew, Ronsard had spoken of his project 
more than twenty years before. He had even read the finished Prologue to Henry II in 
1550. La Boétie's early reference bespeaks his close relations with the poets of his day. 


[41] Aeneid, Canto viii, verse 664. 


[42] Ericthonius, legendary King of Athens (1573-1556 B.C.) was the son of the earth. 
He is at times represented in the guise of a serpent carried by the Cecropides maidens 
to whom Athens had entrusted him as a child. The allusion here is to the 
Panathenaea festival when maidens carried garlanded baskets on their heads. Races 
were also held for which the winners received olive wreaths as prizes. 


[43] Under Caesar the power of the Senators was greatly reduced and military leaders 
were permitted to share with them legislative and judicial powers. 


[44] The cutting off of ears as a punishment for thievery is very ancient. In the middle 
ages it was still practiced under St. Louis. Men so mutilated were dishonored and 
could not enter the clergy or the magistracy. 


[45] Plutarch's Life of Pompey. 


[46] Lucius Annaeus Seneca (4 B.C.-65 A.D.) was exiled from Rome to Corsica for 
eight years by the intrigues of Messalina, wife of Claudius. Agrippina had him 
recalled and entrusted to him jointly with Burrus the education of her son Nero. 
Seneca ended his life some fifteen years later when Nero, suspecting him of 
conspiracy, ordered him to die. Burrus similarly tried to restrain the tyrant but he lost 
his power after the murder of Agrippina, a crime which he had prevented once before. 
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He died in 62 A.D. suspecting he had been poisoned. Thrasea, unlike these two 
teachers of Nero, refused to condone the crime of matricide. He attacked Nero in the 
Senate but finally in 66 A.D. he was condemned by that august body and, after a 
philosophic discourse celebrated with his friends by his side, he opened his veins. 


[47] She was really killed by a kick, according to Suetonius (Life of Nero, chap. 35) 
and Tacitus (Annals, Book XVI, chap. 6). She abetted Nero in many of his crimes; the 
murder of his mother, of his gentle wife Octavia. After the brutal death inflicted on 
Poppaea, Nero shed many tears. 


[48] Suetonius, op. cit., chap. 34, and Tacitus, op. cit., Book XII, chap. 67. 


[49] Messalina (15-48 A.D.) was the fifth wife of the emperor Claudius. At first 
honorable, mother of two children, she suddenly turned to vice and has transmitted 
her name to the ages as a synonym for the lowest type of degraded womanhood. 
While still the wife of Claudius, she married a favorite with his connivance. The 
Emperor, finally convinced of her treachery, permitted the killing of his wife and her 
lover. He then married Agrippina who persuaded him to adopt Nero as his son, 
thereby signing his own death warrant, for his new wife, by giving him a plate of 
poisonous mushrooms, opened the way for her son's succession to the throne. 


[50] Suetonius, Life of Caligula, Chapter 33. 


[51] Suetonius, Life of Domitian, Chapter 17. The tyrant died in 96 A.D. after three 
years of bestial government inspired by abject fear of conspirators. Finally Domitia, 


his wife, hatched the plot which led an imperial slave to stab his royal master to 
death. 


[52] Herodian, Book I, chap. 54. Commodus (161-192 A.D.) unworthy son of Marcus 
Aurelius, had planned to put to death his concubine, Marcia. She poisoned him first. 


[53] Ibid., Book IV, chap. 23. The reference is to Marcus Aurelius Antoninus 


Bassianus, better known as Caracalla, who was killed (217 A.D.) in a plot arranged 
by his own praetor, Macrinas, who succeeded him to power, lasted a year, and was 
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killed in his turn by his own soldiers. 


[54] Petrarch, Canzoniere, Sonnet XVII. La Boétie has accurately rendered the lines 
concerning the moth. 


End 


Wow, that was a lot of work believe it or not, getting that all on here! I can now see 
why editors get so much money. Of course, I am getting nothing for this, but am, in 
that I get my frustrations down where I can keep them right where I want them. So I 
never fucking forget! 


I want to get down some of my favorite reads into this so I do not lose them. 
Having to rely on virtual computers, I have to store everything online. I guess there 
are other ways, but I do not care so much. All this endeavor writing will end soon 
enough when I split across the Pacific. I will be too busy having fun frolicking in my 
Natural Habitat being the BiPaddling-Hominid (This is a sub-species variant of the 
BiPedaling Hominid which is more terrestrial, the BiPaddling more aquatic; surfs a 
lot, etc...) that Iam. Pagan is a really cool place to go primal! 


Below is a play done by a guy I admire for his writing talent more than anything 
else. I care not about getting into it about him or his writings and so on. I merely like 
a lot of his works because he was a good writer. If you do not like it, skip over it, or 
leave. Blow up your fucking computer! It would be good for you. Burn your house 
down while you are at it! Enjoy. 


HOUSEHOLD GODS 


A Comedy By Aleister Crowley 


[Privately Printed in 1912] 
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TO LEILA WADDELL 


SCENE 


THE HEARTH OF CRASSUS; 
AFTERWARDS THE LAWNS, THE WOODS, THE LAKE, THE ISLE. 


CHARACTERS 


CRASSUS, a barbarian from Britain. 
ADELA, his wife, a noble Roman lady. 
ALICIA, a servant in the house. 

A STATUE OF PAN. 

A FAUN. 


HOUSEHOLD GODS 


THE SCENE is at the hearth of CRASSUS, where is a little 
bronze altar dedicated to the Lares and Penates. A pale 
flame rises from the burning sandal-wood, on which CRASSUS 
throws benzoin and musk. He is standing in deep dejection. 


CRASSUS. 
Smoke without fire! 
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No thrill of tongues licks up 
The offerings in the cup. 
Dead falls desire. 


Black smoke thou art, 
O altar-flame, that dost dismember, 
Devour the hearth, to leave no ember 
To warm this heart. 


I see her still - 
Adela dancing here 
Till dim gods did appear 

To work our will. 


The delicate girl! 
Diaphanous gossamer 
Subtly revealing her 
Brave breast of pearl! 


Now - she’s withdrawn 
At dusk to the wild woods, 
Mystic beatitudes 
That dure till dawn. 


Let life exclaim 
Against these things of spirit, 
Mankind that disinherit 
Of love's pure flame! 
[He bends before the altar and begins to weep.] 


Ye household gods! 
By these male tears I swear 
That ye shall grant this prayer. 
All things at odds 
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Shall be put straight - 
Harmonized, reconciled 
By some appointed child 

Of some far Fate! 


[A curtain has been drawn aside during this invocation, and 
ALICIA advances. She smiles subtly upon him; and, giving a 
strange gesture, makes one or two noiseless steps of dancing. ] 


ALICIA. 
Master still sad? 


CRASSUS. 
These faint and fearful shores 
Of time are beaten by the surge of sense, 
Love worn away - by love? - to indifference. 
Who knows what god - or demon - she adores? 
Or in what wood she shelters, or what grove 
Sees her profane our sacrament of love? 


ALICIA. 
I saw her follow 
The stream in the hollow 
Where never Apollo 
Abides. 
So thick are the trees 
That never the breeze 
Stirs them, or sees 
What satyr inhabits the glen, what nymph in the 
pools of it hides. 


Lighter of foot 
Than a sylph or a fairy, 
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Sinuous, wary, 
I passed from the airy 
Lawns, where the flute 
Of the winds made tremulous music for man. 


I followed the ripple 
Of the stream; I crept 
Where the waters wept - 

The floss in the foss 
Gurgling across 
The bosses of moss, 
Like a dryad's nipple 
In the mouth of Pan! 


CRASSUS. 
O pearl of the house! you came to the end? 


ALICIA. 
The dusk of the slave, the dawn of a friend? 


CRASSUS. 
Freedom is thine for the skill and the will. 


ALICIA. 
The skill is mine - but the will lies still, 
Still as the earth that dare not stir 
Till the kiss of the sun awaken her! 


CRASSUS. 
Yet at these secrets and riddles? Behold! 
I can fill thy lap with a harvest of gold. 
ALICIA. 


Yet all the gold you could give to me 
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Would fall at my feet when I rose to be free. 


CRASSUS. 
What will you then? 


ALICIA. 
No gift from men. 

Of my own free will I give you wit, 
(O man so sorely in need of it!) 
And happiness; and the flame that hath dwindled 
On this dull hearth shall be rekindled. 
But this you must swear: 

To will, and to dare, 

To seek the spirit and slay the sense; 
And for this hour 

To give me power 
To lead you in silent obedience, 
Though I bade you fall on your sword... 


CRASSUS. 
Enough! 
I give my life as I gave my love. 


ALICIA. 
O! love you have not understood. 
You have not guessed its secret food. 
You have not seen its single eye; 

But fear and doubt and jealousy 
Have risen, and now your love is trembling 
Like a mountebank dissembling 
When his trick's detected. Come! 

To find home we must leave home. 


CRASSUS. 
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Starless and moonless, hidden in cloud, 
The night's one flame of pearl. 


ALICIA. 
The bat flaps; the owl hoots aloud. 


CRASSUS. 
Lead on; I trust you, girl. 


ALICIA. 
You are bold to trust me; or, have you divined 
My secret? 


CRASSUS. 
No; the crystal of your mind 
Shows only faint disturbing images, 
Things passing strange, as if enchanted seas 
Kept their great swell upon it, and strange fish 
Played in its oily depths. Some monstrous wish, 
The shadow of some unspeakable desire, 
Strikes my heart cold, and sets my brain on fire. 


ALICIA. 

Learn this, as we pass through the portico: 
Fear nothing; there is nothing you can know! 
And by these terraces and steps that gleam 
Wintry, although the summer night is hot, 
This - what we seek is never what we find! 


Life is a dream, like love; and from the dream 
If we may wake, we never find it what 
We would; for the wisdom of a mightier mind 
Leads us in its own ways 
To a perfected praise. 
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CRASSUS. 
Why are these shadows thrown across the lawn 
From the elms and yews? They were not wont to reach 
Beyond the branches of that copper-beech. 


ALICIA. 
Attend the dawn 
Of an unknown comet, that shall come 
From the unfathomable wells of space 
Into its halidom. 


CRASSUS. 
I know it not. Last night I walked alone 
Here, and saw nothing. 


ALICIA. 
I was not with you! 
There is no God upon the eternal throne 
Of stars begemming the bewildering blue 
Unless one has the eyes to see him. Think 
How we two stand upon the brink 
Of nothing! Here's a globe, whereto we trust, 
No larger than the smallest speck of dust 
Or mote in the sunbeam is to that sun's self, 
And we are like dead leaves in autumn's whil 
Of wind upon it. 


CRASSUS. 
Mystify me, girl! 
It is the right of an elf. 
Surely your flickering fire 
Will draw me to some mire! 
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ALICIA. 
Here the stream dips its mouth into the wood. 
So does youth's calm and chaste beatitude 
Touch the black mouth of Love, the ancient whore. 


CRASSUS. 
Girl! what a scorpion leaping from your lips! 


ALICIA. 
My mouth stings as no scorpion ever stang. 
in this round impudent smiling face of mine 
There is a poison fiercer than all wine; 

And from these eyes more subtle sorrows pour 
Than you can dream. These teeth have been at grips 
With gods; I have sung what no girl ever sang. 
These ears have heard 
An insufferable word! 


CRASSUS. 
What do you mean? 


ALICIA. 
The secret's in a kiss. 

Here are no kisses. Here great Artemis 
Rules; only in the woodland may a man 
Hide his eyes from her, pledge himself to Pan. 
Come! through the tangled arches 
Of cypresses and larches, 

Stoop; under Artemis we walked upright; 
But this is Pan's home, and the House of Night. 

[They enter the wood. ] 


CRASSUS. 
So when I stoop, my cheek comes close to yours. 
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Give me a kiss. 


ALICIA. 
The poisonous apple lures 
Thus the boy's mouth. Beware! 


CRASSUS. 
O you are fair! 
Fairer than ever! In this tangle of trees 
Your hot breath wraps you in perfume. 


ALICIA. 

There is some gloom or doom, 
A bitter harsh ingredient 
In these my sorceries 
Of animal scent. 


CRASSUS. 
Yes! there is fear mixed with the fascination. 
It is the reverence that chastity, be sure! 
Gains from the impure. 


ALICIA. 
O virtuous nation! 
It is the fear of the uninitiate 
Before the throne of Fate 
The hierophant. 


CRASSUS. 
Kiss me, however! 


ALICIA. 


Did I grant 
This favour, all were lost. It is your truth 
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To Adela that tempts my youth. 
[Henceforth Alicia shakes with silent laughter. ] 


CRASSUS. 
What little breasts you have! 


ALICIA. 
Ay, maiden breasts! 
Would you betray my oath? 


CRASSUS. 
My will contests 
My wishes. 


ALICIA. 
Wait, and you shall surely see 
Part of the secret that ensorcels me. 
See all these bosses! It is not 
As if a Titan smote himself into the earth, 
And was caught into her, made one with her? 


CRASSUS. 
The scent is fierce and hot 
Like a rutting panther’s slot. 
Yet you are matched with mirth, 
Shaking each other like two wrestlers. 


ALICIA. 
What should stir 
Your melancholy but laughter? 


CRASSUS. 


Look, before us 
Light streams, a tremulous chorus. 
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Oh, it is vague and vacillating! 


ALICIA. 
Love, 
Young love of maidens, is the soul thereof. 
And in the midst, behold, O man! 
The image of great Pan. 


CRASSUS. 
I fear him. 


ALICIA. 
Go and lie there, at his feet. 
Lie supine! Lie on that moss-covered root, 
While I draw forth the flute 
And make a marvellous music. 
[She ceases laughing and begins to play.] 


CRASSUS. 
OI writhe 
Beneath the force of lips, of fingers lithe 
That touch the delicate stops so delicately. 


ALICIA. 
Hush! 
I have drawn the bird from the bush. 
Pan will appear anon. 


CRASSUS. 
Ah! Ah! ... Ah! Ah! 


ALICIA. 


This music moves you. Now I'll play a tune 
That would make mad the melancholy moon. 
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This. 


CRASSUS. 
Ah! you tear my soul out with the trills. 
Your fingers play like summer lightning on the shaft. 
It is like a storm on the mountains when it shrills; 
Like the angry sea when it booms. Hark! 


ALICIA. 
Some god laughed. 


CRASSUS. 
Your mouth is like some god's It burns and blooms 
With fire unheard of, with unguessed perfumes. 
O let me kiss you! 


ALICIA. 
So you stop my song! 
[She ceases the tune. ] 


CRASSUS. 
There is another song. 


ALICIA. 
You do me wrong. 
For you love Adela! 


CRASSUS. 
By God, girl, no! 
I love Alicia. 


ALICIA. 
Ah! you love her SO! [She laughs] 
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CRASSUS. 
Your laugh is shocking - why do you mock me, dear? 


ALICIA. 

Because you will not guess my secret here. 
But - put your arms about my neck, and swar 
You love me, and will always keep them there. 

Then I might dare. 


CRASSUS. 
I swear it. O my sweet! 


ALICIA. 
Then take my kiss. 


CRASSUS. 
Your mouth is like a rose of fire. But what is this? 
I cannot bear it. 


ALICIA. 
Ai! Uhu! Uhu! 
It is my heart; this arrow strikes me through. 
Stir not one muscle for a moment. Death! 
You beast, you kill me with your urgent breath. 


CRASSUS. 
O how I love you! [He moves violently. ] 


ALICIA. 
Fool! Now all my pain 
Must be gone through again. 
It is sure your chastity's unstained by crime; 
You do the wrong thing just at the right time! 
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CRASSUS. 
Why do you taunt me? All the wood is spring's, 
And love is hovering o'er us with his wings. 


ALICIA. 
Sub pennis, penis! 


CRASSUS. 
Hush! you break the spell. 


ALICIA. 
Oh! you great fools fo men, I know you well. 
But nothing is so detrimental 
To love as to be sentimental. 
I will yet make you wise. 

Know that I have the magic to disguise 
Myself in manyt ways. Do you feel this? 
(Lie still, this heaven were ruined by a kiss!) 
Iama butterfly, such idle flitting 
As to a flower like you is fitting 
Now I'ma mole. Do you think you know me now? 
Here is the earthworm severed by the plough. 


CRASSUS. 
You are a witch. I want your love; you give 
Only love's comedy. 


ALICIA. 
The way to live 
Is to find comedy and tragedy 
In everything. But if you cannot see 
Through to the Bacchanal spirit, this should suit. 
Here is the blacksmith hammering a flute. 
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CRASSUS. 
Oh love, love, kiss me! 


ALICIA. 
I will forge a ring 
Of bloom of blood-kisses upon your neck, 
Till it is like a garden of roses in late spring. 


CRASSUS. 
‘Soft, and stung softly, fairer for a fleck.” 


ALICIA. 
O marvellous nation! 
Vanity, dullness, slobber, and quotation! 


CRASSUS. 
Why do you love me if you scorn me so? 


ALICIA. 
Why, did I say I loved you? I say no. 


CRASSUS. 
Why do you make love? 


ALICIA. 
To beguile the hour; 
To crown my rose-wreath with a greener flower’ 
To do my master's bidding, that's to give 
Life to yourself, who only think you live. 
But listen! Have you seen the nine waves roll 
Monotonous upon the shoal, 
Rising and falling like a maiden asleep; 
Then with a lift and a leap 
The ninth wave curls, and breaks upon the beach, 
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And rushes up it, swallowing the sand? 
I am that ocean.... Now, you understand? 


CRASSUS. 
Alicia! O! this is unbearable. 
Surely this wave washes the shore of hell! 


ALICIA. 
Each follows each 
Remorseless and indifferent as Nature 
Is to each creature. 


CRASSUS. 
Wonderful, wonderful woman! 
[She throws her head back, and laughs] 


ALICIA. 
Now, you think 
You know my secret. I have given you drink, 
And you are wise. But hush! to all emotion 
Save this the pulse and swell of Ocean 
For at the last with mouth and fingers wried 
All must proclaim the triumph of the tide. 


CRASSUS. 
Ah! still you mock me with your cruel laugh. 


ALICIA. 
It is your foolish epitaph. 


CRASSUS. 


But this can be no mockery. Heave and sway 
And curl and thrust - these waves are not at play. 
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ALICIA. 
You feel the ocean breaking on the shoal; 
But passionless and moveless is its soul. 


CRASSUS. 
Ah! but your soul is in your breath. 


ALICIA. 
Only as the graven image of death 
Which men call life, and ignorantly adore! 


CRASSUS. 
Spare me! I cannot bear you more. 


ALICIA. 
Then will I drown you. Lock your fingers fast 
In mind, and let our mouths mix at the last. 
[The statue of PAN is seen to be alive.] 


PAN. 
Shrill, shrill 
Over the hill! 

The hunter is hot - this is the kill! 
Scream! Scream! 
Dissolving the dream 
Of life, the knife to the heart of the wife! 
The fountain jets 
Its flood of blood, 

And the moss that it wets 
Is an amethyst flame of violets. 


Who shall escape 


Murder and rape 
What I am alive in my solemn shape? 
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Shrill, shrill, 
Over the hill! 
The hunter is hot - this is the kill! 
The heart of the home 
Is a fury of foam; 
The storm is awake, and the billows comb. 
But though I be 
Their frenzy of glee, 
I am also the passionless soul of the sea! 


Mine eyes glint fire, 
And my cruel lips curl; 
Mine the desire 
Of the god and the girl; 
But fierier and fleeter, 
And subtler and sweeter 
Than the race of the rhythm, the march of the metre, 
Is the shrilling, shrilling 
Of the knife in the killing 
That ends, when it must, 
(O the throb and the thrust!) 
Ina death, in the dust, 
The silence, the stillness, of satiate lust, 
The solemn pause 
When the veil withdraws 
And man looks on his god, on the Causeless Cause. 
Still, still, 
Under the hill! 
The hunter is dead - this is the kill! 


CRASSUS. 
Pan spoke. 


ALICIA. 
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Pan never speaks till man is dumb, 
And only then if he be like a child 
Silently curled within its mother's womb, 

Or feeding at her breast. There is a wild 
Way also - when his dumbness is of death. 
And there's a first and second death. Remember 
To die so that no god's or angel's breath 
May quicken into life the wasted ember! 


CRASSUS. 
Iam dead now. 


ALICIA. 
But I must raise you up. 
The night grows darker; all Pan's light is gone, 
And you and I are pledged to sup 
Upon a secret. 


CRASSUS. 
All your secret shone. 
[She laughs again.] 


ALICIA. 
Oh, when you know it! But you must divine 
Adela’s shrine. 


CRASSUS. 
Iam weary of Adela grown chaste and chill. 


ALICIA. 
The hunter lags; how heavy is the hill! 


But you are bound to Adela. 


CRASSUS. 
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To you! 


ALICIA. 
But you have given me freedom. I will leave you. 


CRASSUS. 
What have I done to grieve you? 


ALICIA. 
You have been the solemn fool with face awry 
That I have gathered in my ecstasy. 
You are only a vulgar primrose I have plucked. 


CRASSUS. 
At least, she-devil, you have been well-treated. 


ALICIA. 

O tragic farce - not even rimes completed! 
Nay, darling! no rebellion. When you know 
My secret, you will understand. You are bound 
To Adela within the portico, 

To me upon this ground. 

By day, in life, adore the Lares, man! 

By night, in deaht, make offering to Pan! 
Can you cut day from night by any endeavour? 
If so, both life and death were lost for ever. 
Come, the stream steepens. 


CRASSUS. 
This road leads to hell. 


ALICIA. 
The way to heaven is shorter. 
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CRASSUS. 
Who can tell? 


ALICIA. 
I have measured it. 


CRASSUS. 
You, girl? 


ALICIA. 
It is not hard. 


CRASSUS. 
What did you make the height of it? 


ALICIA. 
One yard. 


CRASSUS. 
You always mock me? 


ALICIA. 
Pity of my youth! 
I swerve not from, you stumble at, the truth. 


CRASSUS. 
I like not jests. This is a serious journey. 


ALICIA. 

Why did you make a mocker your attorney? 
The way to Rome leads through the Apennines. 
Bacchus has horns beneath the crown of vines. 

If you fear horns, make some polite excuse 
Not to invoke him by the name Zagreus! 
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A FAUN [Passing among the trees]. 
Ye thought me a lamb 
With a crown of thorns; 

Iam royal, a ram 
With death in my horns. 
So mild and soft 
And feminine, 

Ye held me aloft 
And frowned on sin! 
But I was awake 
In your clasp as I lay; 
I roused the snake 
From its nest of clay; 
And ere ye knew 
I had sunk my forehead 
Through and through; 
Harsh and horrid 
Through all the pleasure 
Of rose and vine 
I thrust my treasure, 
The cone of the pine. 
Irru's maid 
Was easily sated, 
For she was afraid 
When Irru mated! 


CRASSUS. 
Ha! Ha! Ha! Ha! Ha! Ha! 





ALICIA. 
You would not laugh 
Were you the maid! 
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CRASSUS. 
How could I be? 


ALICIA. 
Great calf! 
But you are all the same, blaspheme and jeer 
At any mystery beyond your sphere 
Of beer, and beef, and beer, and beef, and beer. 
Now you have frightened the shy god! 


CRASSUS. 
Why heed? 
Between your - arms - is all the god I need. 


ALICIA. 

Prudish and coarse to the last. Now hush indeed! 
The stream kisses the lake. We near the shrine. 
Stir no snapped twig. Let your foot - even yours - 
Fall like a fawn's. 


CRASSUS. 
Your breath is like new wine. 


ALICIA. 
Hush now! no porpoise gambols! 


CRASSUS. 
How obscure's 
The glimmer of the lake. Is that the isle? 


ALICIA. 
Yes! in that shadow lurks a smile. 
See; from that jagged cloud Diana starts 
Like a deer from the brake; her silver splendour darts 
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Through the crisp air to the grove upon the isle... 
Do you see her? Do you see her? 


CRASSUS. 
Monstrous! Vile! 


These eyes betray me. 


ALICIA. 
No! your Adela lies 
With arms thrown back, head tilted, open thighs. 
Her lips flame out like poppies in the dusk. 
The breeze brings back to us a scent of musk. 
Her mouth is oozing kisses! 


CRASSUS. 
Filthy harlot! 


ALICIA. 
I never fed on a superber scarlet. 
And look! the wonder of plumes that foams upon 
Her tidal breast - oh, but a swan! a swan! 
A swan snow-white with his sole scarlet hidden 


In the abode forbidden! 


O but his eye swoons as his broad beak slips 
Within her luscious lips. 
O but - I cannot see - I long to die 
Alike for wonder - and for jealousy! 


CRASSUS. 
Vile, filthy whore! I'll catch you at it. 


ALICIA. 
Soft! 
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See how his feathers hold her soul aloft! 


CRASSUS. 
Beast! Have you brought me through the wood for 
this? 


ALICIA. 
Now wonder I must teach you how to kiss. 


CRASSUS. 
I'll clip his wings. 


ALICIA. 
Sub pennis, penis! ‘Slife! 
It's not the wings of him that clip your wife. 


CRASSUS. 
Thou art as filthy a creature as she! 


ALICIA. 
Fat fool! 
All your emotions vary with your - 


CRASSUS. 
What? 


ALICIA. 
Your state of health. 


CRASSUS. 
Be off with you, foul -- 


ALICIA. 
Well? 
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CRASSUS. 
I'll swim and stab them. The black mouth of hell 
Yawns for their murder. 


ALICIA. 
I'll be at the death. 
Dive then, but softly. Scarcely draw your breath. 


CRASSUS. 
O, she's unwary! 


ALICIA. 
Is your love forgotten? 


CRASSUS. 
All love is rotten. 


ALICIA. 
But your pure love for me you boasted of? 


CRASSUS. 
Ay, that was perfect love. 


ALICIA. 
You love me then, not her? 


CRASSUS. 
Indeed I do. 


ALICIA. 
Swear me the oath anew! 


CRASSUS. 
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I swear to love you till the world shall end. 


ALICIA. 
Then, Crassus, I will always be your friend. 


CRASSUS. 
Ah, that is good! You do not mock me now! 


ALICIA. 
Creep softly to the land. Kiss but my brow. 
My curls are wet... No, never touch me there! 


CRASSUS. 
Why? Have I not? 


ALICIA. 
You have not. 


CRASSUS. 
Just my hand. 


ALICIA. 
You disobey your mistress's command? 
The time is near when you shall see 
The keyhole of my comedy! 


CRASSUS. 
Ha! Ha! Ha! 


ALICIA. 
Hush, you coarse slave; we'll surprise 
Your good wife in her mystic exercise. 
Quick, through the bramble! 
[They burst through upon ADELA. ] 
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CRASSUS. 
Now, you beast, I've got you! 
The curst of God, and plague of Naples, rot you! 
For this white brute - one slit! 
[He cuts the throat of THE SWAN with 
his dagger. ] 


ADELA. 
Oh love betrayed! 
O my dead beauty! Faugh! deceitful maid. 
Not Crassus found me out. Had I the wings 
Of my dead love - oh love! - 


ALICIA. 
Why, wondrous things! 


ADELA. 
These nails shall serve. A servant! 


CRASSUS. 
She shall be 
My wife, damned witch, when I have done with thee! 
[THE SWAN dies. ] 


ADELA. 
I'll kill her now. But see! my swan is dead. 


ALICIA. 
Yes! and what light is breaking overhead? 
What blaze of blue and gold envelops us? 


CRASSUS. 
O marvel! O miraculous! 
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ADELA. 

What is it? Why, my lover's life, in me 
Once concentrated, now diffused, illumes 
The endless reaches of eternity 
With infinite brilliance, with intense perfumes. 


ALICIA. 
O then your lover was some god's disguise. 


ADELA. 
And you have robbed me. Now beware your eyes! 
[She springs at ALICIA, who guards herself 
easily. But in the struggle her robe tears. ] 


ALICIA. 
Take care! 


ADELA. 
A boy! 


CRASSUS. 
A boy! Then what am I? 


ALICIA. 
That is the key-word of the comedy. 
You thought you had two vices at your need; 
But she had Jove and you had Ganymede. 
[They are struck dumb and still with 
amazement. ALICIA claps her hands four times. ] 


Sweep through the air, bright blaze of eagle-wings! 


Crassus, sub pennis, penis! How he swings 
His bulk from yonder sightless poise, to bear 
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me back to the Dominion of the air 
Where I shall bear the cup of Jupiter! 
Blind babes, love one another, no less true 
Because the gods have deigned to dwell with you! 
[The eagle bears GANYMEDE aloft.] 


CRASSUS. 
Adela! these mysteries too great 
For you and me to estimate. 
But, widowed both, come, seek domestic charms 
As we were wont, in one another's arms! 
What perfect moss for you to lie upon! 


ADELA. 


Iam your wife, dear Crassus. 
(sotto voce) Oh, my swan! 


CURTAIN. 


Nice stuff. Crowley does a poem I really like too. I need to stick it somewhere in 


here. For now this is good. I have been sitting on this stinking computer for most of 


the day trying to figure out how to get this stuff on here, and editing this shit is a 


bitch! I need to go scream, and scream for a moment and work the flat spots out of 


my ass before they become permanent! 


By the way, I stumbled upon a book find, The Essay's of Montaigne. It is in 


English and a nice looking set; 3 Volumes! It was so cheap I could not control myself. 
At any rate, be ready for... 1am scaring myself with this talk! But I did get the set, I 


will share of course. Later. 
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I like this little picture of Necron99 from Wizards. 





What next? 
Or? 
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A Monster 


Yea, that is a picture of me. I will try some poetry of my own here. 


Amongst the innocent swirls of waters playing 
In a creek that once was a River 
Is there, yes there, moving along like death 
Haunting, a specter, trash, someones trash 
A portion of someones diaper tossed into the winds 
To find its way into waters playing, innocent swirls 
Carry on their graceful way, any way, away 
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Well, so much for that one. I sometimes come up with a good one. Such was not 
the case here this time. Oh well. I was sauntering yesterday and in San Diego there is 
nothing but cars and more cars and everybody is angry. The only place that seems 
even partially alive is the "San Diego River". This has been reduced to a tormented 
creek. It is filthy, and full of garbage from the millions of hardened slaves in this town. 


The shores are spotted with 'camps' where some feral people live when the stars 
blot out the sun. Trails are cut like varicose veins where police regularly swarm the 
reeds in search of the feral people who most of them are one step ahead, and nowhere 
to be found. Although their belongings fall prey to the vicious hating law people who 
with extreme prejudice ransack everything in their path. 


I walk the shores slowly trying to take in anything of beauty. There are some turtles 
I notice. It is neat to spot them sunning themselves on half sunken trees the police 
knocked down, the biggest turtle facing downstream with each turtle the next smaller 
right behind the bigger one until there in the rear, but upstream is the tiny one. They 
watch me very close. Everything is watching me very close. 


I stand still for a while and listen, and watch back. Lizards and birds, a few 
humming birds perched watching me. A few fishes, one amazingly large, makes me 
wonder how in the hell they survive in this runoff water from so many city streets? 
There are some ducks too, of varying types. 


Then I take in the plants. All kinds of plants; some weedy looking, others like trees. 
Vines, and thorny like ones too. The plants look old and tired. 


The longer I look around I get the impression everything is tired of waiting. The 
animals look tired. Even the rocks look tired. And I need not go into detail all the 
garbage and waste that occupies maybe more space than the tired Nature doing the 
best it can just waiting. Everything has some scar from people here. 


Nearly every seagull has a fishhook with line trailing, or a leg missing. Some are 
deformed from who knows what? Feet all curled up or beaks twisted. 
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Non Violent Action 


I was going to do a speech on this subject in school, all caught up in the hoopla that 
Martin Luther King Junior was an icon for Non Violence. And especially Gandhi; he 
is the God of Non Violence, said to have completely defeated oppression in India 


making it a place where Democracy wins, and the people live happily for ever and 
ever Amen! 





Free at last, free at last, my God we are free at last! 


Behold above. Democratic Freedom in action. This was an aspiring politician in 
India recently. Like all politicians he had lofty plans, and a bunch of lies to feed his 
subjects so he could secure a seat. But apparently he was not a true ball player with 
the rest of his crooked kind. He was shot in front of his family, the gun barrel set in his 
left ear, the bullet and blast spitting his brains out his right ear. The point is as long as 
people endorse Governments of any kind, this is and has always been the way it really 
is... Government is the top of the totem poll of Organized Crime. 


The reason people like Martin Luther King Junior did not die sooner is because 
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they’ got more usefulness out of him running his mouth about a bunch of crap that 
people believed. So many people caught the hype-train and shout out the caboose at 
the top of their lungs how Free they are, not realizing that train, at 1,200 miles per 
hour is set to hit a very solid wall. Casey Jones is at the handle, but his bones can do 
no more than watch the rusty handle hurl that train to its end. 


If you think being Non Violent in the end when the time comes is going to be the 
"right thing to do", look again at the picture above. Unless of course you believe 
anybody who claims authority and power to be entitled such, and you respect that, 
then you deserve all the suffering you support. As for me, I shall take Liberty 
Absolute, and let nothing fetter that! 


I know sometimes my rant sounds a bit hairy. We are conditioned to feel strange 
sensations when particular things stir emotions. Most of our uneasiness is instilled in 
us early on. Like when somebody sneezes we rapidly say "Bless You" for fear we did 
not say it quick enough, and immediately seek acknowledgment from anyone we did 
say "Bless You" in the nick of time. And that worry can last for a long time, like did I 
really say it fast enough, did they really hear me? Did somebody beat me to it and I 
did not know it, and I am taking credit for saving a sneezer when somebody else 
might have beat me, or my worry! Did I do it right? 


Very few of our reactions to things are our own. Through every source ‘they’ can 
muster up and perfect, ‘they' constantly and unrelentingly pound into us predictable 
reactions to stimuli. The latest being High Definition video, digital audio. 


Scientists have worked hard to find ways to get into our heads. Television and 
radio were quickly adopted as the tools of choice for telling the herd how it is. The 
herd believing if it comes through the magic ether it must be unquestionably true. 
World wars quickly erupted through nothing more than people believing whatever 
was transmitted to them through the ether. 


High Fidelity Audio reproduced sounds so remarkably close to Natural sounds 
that people could transport themselves, or rather let be taken hither and tither by a 
well designed paper cone flapping in the wind. People would say Oh, he sings so nice. 
In no time it was acceptable to believe people were actually listening to people or real 
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sounds emitted through a device. 


With digital audio 'they' noticed 'they' could stir particular areas of the brain 
especially with the use of ear-buds. With just the right amount of rapid pulses of 
painful noise directly in the ear, the mind can be tricked into thinking it is hearing a 
melody. Worse than that though is the beings central nervous system is being 
manipulated too. You see it everywhere people with wires plugged into their brains 
have uncontrolled fits, "bumping to the tunes". 


Have you ever sat and watched people watch television? I must say it is one of the 
most frightening experiences I have ever witnessed. People go into trance like states, 
jaws loosened-drool dripping, all slouched down in some sickly soft cushion, just 
mesmerized by flashing lights on a piece of glass, and a paper cone spitting out audio 
sounds. People will believe immediately they are seeing REAL things on the screen, 
hearing REAL things through the speakers. "Sports" fans clapping and shouting, 
getting into fights even over flashing colored lights on a piece of glass! None for a 
second questioning if anything is real or not. 


How about reacting to watching a dinosaur maim, maul, and devour some poor 
child and his mother. Whole cities and Nations will talk of this for days to come, like 
“wow man, I think she should have left the kid and ran". "No man, the lizard would 
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have just ran faster and got her anyway". "They do that". "You know just like in 
Jurassic Park, if one does not get you, there will be those little raptor ones you know"? 
"If a dinosaur sees you you are dead for sure"! "No way, I would just stay still, they 
cant see well if you do not move". "Bullshit, they can smell you for miles away man"! 


"Just face it, your dead if a dinosaur gets anywhere near you, end of discussion"! 


If you find it in your heart to take a day off of television, try asking a newly 
returned Veteran from Iraq or Afghanistan how things are over there. They will look 
at you and wonder if you want to know what is really going on or whether you want 
to have confirmation of what the television says. And while he is trying to figure out 
your motive, he is anxious to get back to his own television so he can figure out what 
the hell he experienced "over there". Nothing he really experienced made any sense, 
but television can put it all back into perspective, just so long as ‘they’ leave dinosaurs 
out of it. He knows that aint real, up until his cell phone blasts a tune; he answers, it 
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is his Buddy from Operation Saviorsake, he wants to go to IMAX and see the latest 
Apocalypse Now bad-ass flick all remade up with Space Age Dolby real as fuck flesh 
shaking sound! 


My point is the whole thing is a way of manipulating you. Not conspiracy theory, 
but real manipulation. Conspiracy goes without saying; the whole system is a scam! 
So know, that every form of media is designed with one thing in mind, to tell you 
something the way someone else wants you to hear it, or see it. And every bit of it is in 
accordance with established acceptable authorized means. The only reason you are 
experiencing anything I put down here is because ‘they’ want it that way. 'They’ are 
cocksure enough to know few if any of the herd will ever do anything but continue 
being sheep. 


Damn, that fluffy toilet paper sure leaves little itchy balls glued to my ass hairs. I 
have got to do something about this. Which by the way, if science really cared about 
people, ‘they’ would develop assholes that need not be wiped out! 


Shewee! 


I could not help myself to another Crowley poem. I really like this one for whatever 
reason. And as I said before, I have no computer of my own, so it is easiest for me to 
store everything ‘virtually’, like here. I am still toying around with the idea of sharing 
this, or not? 


One Star In Sight 
Thy feet in mire, thine head in murk, 
O man, how piteous thy plight, 
The doubts that daunt, the ills that irk, 


Thou hast no wit nor will to fight-- 
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How hope in heart, or worth in work? 


No star in sight! 


Thy Gods proved puppets of the priest. 
"Truth? All's relation!" science sighed. 
In bondage with thy brother beast, 
Love tortured thee, as Love's hope died 
And Love's faith rotted. Life no least 


Dim star descried. 


Thy cringing carrion cowered and crawled 
To find itself a chance-cast clod 
Whose Pain was purposeless; appalled 
That aimless accident thus trod 
Its agony, that void skies sprawled 


On the vain sod! 


All souls eternally exist, 
Each individual, ultimate 
Perfect-each makes itself a mist 
Of mind and flesh to celebrate 


With some twin mask their tender tryst 
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Insatiate. 


Some drunkards doting on the dream, 
Despair that it should die, mistake 
Themselves for their own shadow-scheme. 
One star can summon them to wake 
To self; star-souls serene that gleam 


On life's calm lake. 


That shall end never that began. 
All things endure because they are. 
Do what thou wilt, for every man 
And every woman is a star. 
Pan is not dead; he liveth, Pan! 


Break down the bar! 


To man I come, the number of 
A man my number, Lion of Light; 
Iam The Beast whose Law is Love. 

Love under will, his royal right-- 

Behold within, and not above, 


One star in sight! 
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I am thinking my overall thought is making something useful out of all this. I have 
a great friend who inhabits the Northwest I share some with, and he is supportive of 
my giving this a shot. On friends, I am bouncing around that Montaigne stuff I 
mentioned earlier. He has an essay on "Friendship". It is considered the definitive 
guide to what friendship is. Montaigne and La Boetie were close buddies; that is what 
Montaigne is said to refer to. 


My buddy up North I never met in person. I met him through his writing I 
happened upon. When I read his stuff I felt I knew him longer than I knew myself! 
People never see me associate with anyone, they say I need friends in my life. I havea 
lot of friends! Just because I have never shook hands or hugged them does not mean 
we are not closest of friends. I have a lot of friends, and more friends than I can 
imagine. Even a grain of sand is my friend, and very close always. And I will keep 
ranting until this virtual memory overheats. 


On Anger, and "Or?" 


It has been a few days and a lot has transpired since. I try to get a lot of ‘life’ in 
while I can. I do not 'waste'a lot of time with movies, idle chat, television, and all the 
normal’ things. I have a lot of so called unresolved anger issues, most stemming from 
military related trauma, both physical and psychological. 


I mentioned I am in a recovery program. It is here where ‘they’ (I use THEY a lot. 
Generally it means to me the whole system of domestication. DOMESTICATION is 
what CIVILIZES us, and we get CIVILIZATION ) through repetition mentally break 
us down to produce a helpless and needing situation in the individual. Eventually 
tidbits of perks and morsels of satisfaction pay off, like more kindness and less 
restriction, better quarters, and the next thing you know you are an AA'er preaching 
the gospel of Bill W. and praising your group and turn patriotic and Christian and 
want to vote, and wish every hour was an AA meeting! Something like that. It is in 
real life inducing dependence through what is termed “Stockholm Syndrom" in the 
text books. 
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I got suckered into letting the question come up during an interrogation meeting of 
why was I upset with my State and Country? Boy that pushed my button and I went 
psychotic; very unprofessional for an X-Army Ranger. I have a lot of hate my friends, 
a lot of hate. 


This level of hate is not healthy. For me, it means I have a lot of healing to do. And 
to survive in my lifetime means I will need to have these issues under control of some 
sorts. Like say I would have to defend myself. Getting too emotional during a battle of 
any kind hinders. It has been my experience anyhow, to go into a fight with nothing 
but rage might put the opponent off for a minute but he soon sees the weak spots and 
takes to those naturally. Mind you, if your opposition is not savvy of these sorts of 
things, he probably is not worth fighting. Like why fight something that has no fight in 
it? That would be weird wouldn't it? 


On the other hand, if it is a "fair fight" then you should run for your life. Then 
figure out a way to make sure all the odds are in your favor of victory, because it is 
really stupid to take on a fight if there is a chance of losing, especially and particularly 
when it comes to your life and/or Liberty being what is at stake! 


I do not believe it is in anybodies best interest to fight particular things. In that I 
mean when we hate something specific it turns out it is not really that particular 
thing we actually HATE. Might sound a bit paradoxical, but it has been my 
experience for this to be true. The emotion stirred by another object that we ‘hate’ is 
an internal malady; the pain inside us is what we HATE, not the influence. 


Hate for me is an emotion of great pain. The pain is mine, I own it so to speak. 
Nothing can give me pain but my own brain. This is true, and this is a keyhole ‘they’ 
know too well, and 'they' have keys that fit. This pain can be a tool to manipulate 
with. A tormentor can drive you to hate him. You can hate to no end, and that might 
be his aim. Because he now has you under his control. Think about it if this is not 
making sense yet... 


Say you hate someone, and you can not get physically away from that person, and 
each day you grow more hateful until every day you find yourself neurotic over this 
person. That person can win your heart and mind with cunning if they know just 
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when to push you to the brink of killing him, he turns kindness upon you. This 
overwhelming relief from that anguish can be just enough for you to FORGIVE that 
person; you could wind up being best of friends. Some more of what is Stockholm 
Syndrom. 


I believe it was Hitler or one of his cronies who said you can tell a person 
something ten times even if untrue and say it is true, that person will believe it is true? 
I do not hate the Government or Churches themselves, for they would not exist 
without Tithers and Taxpayers. I hate the Taxpayer and Tither! I hate them because 
it allows bullshit things to exist that are not at all in my best interest nor my habitats. 
I hate the Tithers and Taxpayers because they endorse the destruction of my planet, 
the enslavement of all my peoples, and worst of all, waste my life! 


One life. We come into this world with one jar of peanuts. When the peanuts are 
gone, there is no more peanuts. Every hour I waste to perpetuating the whole worlds 
God Damn Mother-Fucking Civilizations pisses me the Fuck off! We are trained to 
think it is okay to sacrifice ourselves to causes and things; this is NOT OKAY. 


Iam not okay as long as I am still in their clutches. This makes me angry. lam 
angry because I can not run away. I could run away but I would be caught 
eventually. I with utter contempt await the day I get off parole. I can play the game 
until then. But that day, I shall go my way, not aiming to bother another soul ever. 
However, no matter where I might be, which should be very far from Civilization, I 
will defend myself with everything I can muster. And I will spread the word of 
Anti-Domesticationism, and to those wanting, I can pitch in what I know about 
armed conflict. Where I am going people live pretty much feral, and not bothered. It 
should remain that way. I will tell my tales and hopefully my friends will desire to 
fend off anybody who wants to domesticate us. 


I have to share some pictures of more politicians who were treated justly. There 
should never be any remorse for doing what is right to these mother fuckers. They 
sure do it to others and expect praise, and get it!. Too bad people can not yet see it 
how badly treated they are. The following are Mussolini and his squeeze during 
WWIL. Enjoy. 
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Maybe a bit graphic for the faint of heart, and maybe not very tasteful, but when 
the bottom does actually drop out, it will be gnarly! The one thing I do not 
understand is why the hell people immediately put in new Governments faster than it 
took to get rid of an old one? Above all else, never ever for a second think any "New 
Government" will ever be better than another. It is all the same thing! They are all 
like jail cells. Jail is jail is jail, and people given any authority will always abuse such 
authority because very simply put, authority is not natural and is abuse by its own 


nature. 
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Nice! But right away see the smile on the face of the next politician the lower right. 
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They got Justice! 
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Now I know some are going to say, why the girl? Yea, I say the same thing too. But 
really folks, these apples are all bad, and anyone who runs with these scum are scum 
too. All of them are out to have a so called good time at your expense; at the cost of 
your whole life of devotion to them. 


Why get Churches involved? Because the Church of any kind is Compensatory 
Fantasies. When a person is oppressed and has no way out he will Fantasize. When a 
person or animal is being killed the natural pain killer is "Compensatory Fantasy". It 
is like acute shock. You see it all the time, a snake snatches a rat, the rat will go into 
la-la land and just go limp once he knows he is a goner. So do people, they can bare 
only so much, then they go into la-la land, Freud called it the Prisoners Dream. There 
is a good picture somewhere I want to put in here of the prisoners dream. 


Like me, I "Dissociate". The cure they say is to get ‘spiritual’. I say, what is 
spiritual? They say go to Church. I say what the fuck! Why let the snake keep eating 
me when I can just get away? And if I can not get away I shall put my little nasty 
dirty teeth into that snake everywhere I can with the hope of killing it before it can kill 
me! 


Concern 


Iam not very well wrapped, 


And the bugs are getting in. 


Must part with that which has parted. 


Cellophane in the sky blue peace; 
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Drifts on wings of the happy dead. 


Shadows chase a dogs wagging tail. 


But I am still left wondering in horror; 


Will I ever be like Iam tomorrow? 


That which flees like a frogs smile, 


Is the thought I cling to like gravity. 


Whoops! There it went! Now what? 


The above poem I had written about eighteen months ago. I have a few more of 
course, but I thought I should make up for the abomination I listed earlier. One of 
these days I will come up with a good one! So I keep telling myself. 


Poems to a fly 


Twisted bodies strewn amongst the other debree, some smoldering, some move, 
Some still twitching waiting amongst the dead for death to come, 


Stench wafts to and fro like flags and banners, neon lights. 
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Agony, a trumpets call of the Great Gods! 
Flittering Fly the battlefield is your delight, 
Such Blessings the Gods grant thee! 
Your spirit O Flittering Fly; 
Thee of such worthiness to be so Blessed by the Gods, 
To have Gods create so many men to serve only thee Great Fly. 
What amazing lengths your servant men do to appease thee O Great Flittering One. 
Yee Angles of Gods favor, men delight thee with such vigor, give their All.; 


To you Great Flittering Fly, Fly on O Holiest of Merry Ones, we serve thee! 


VA Nut Ward 1 
How strange it seems our fears of today 
At times are not so, or not so at all. 
Then they come again, inert yet powerful 
How odd! Is it a wonder or what? 


What really is a memory then if it changes? 


VA Nut Ward 2 
If I could only keep it together 
The pain, the pain in my head, my body 


The despair, that feeling of losing it again 
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Like shadows chasing a dogs wagging tail 
I dream of being able to feel completely 


I yearn to feel joy, life as was meant to be. 


VA Nut Ward 3 
Sauntering through my mind 
I discover the most unusual things; 
There are twisty things, squishy, glittery, 
Some flat, all sorts of the most odd wonders. 
To think it is these I let control me; 


Wow! Just Wow! 


It isno wonder some say I am crazy. Ina sense Iam in that I am not like most 
people, for they are alike; Iam not. I use a tool I call ‘humble contempt’. I play the 
game simply for self preservation. This is key too, for we all play the game for self 
preservation, but most are unaware of this, and do so as automatons. And to 
reiterate, most of our psychological issues that cause alarm in others is a breakdown 
of the domestication processing, and fragments of our natural condition yearn for 
liberation. As these powerful natural trait's surface, immediate alarm is raised by the 
domesticated herd, as if a wolf just strolled in amongst the sheep. They get uneasy 
because they are trained to feel uneasy; domestication is insidious & powerful! Few if 
any of our reactions to our world we can call our own. Even that has been scalped 
from us! Learn to feel my friends! Yearn to feel it all, every fucking bit of life! Feel! If 
there is any "purpose to life, it is to feel every experience to the hilt! Experience every 

feeling. Train yourself to want to feel, and you are one step closer to Liberation. 


114 





I do not mean to scare anybody with pictures of myself. Like I said earlier though, 


this bunch of crap I am jotting down serves several purpose’. Storage. Online storage! 


On not giving a flying fuck! 


More of my odd-man-out talk. I get to talking to people and they always have to 
brand me, give me a label, a definition. I struggle to fight off calling myself anything 
for the reason I believe it is just one more trap the mechanism of civilization uses to 
keep us in herds. 


115 


A common noun I am called is an Anarchist. Probably so. But then if I assume this 
and identify myself as such, then I lose my autonomy utterly and am just another 
drone with delusions of grandeur. 


I will have to go into what a 'self is later, and the impossibility of autonomy in any 
true sense, but for now we are about not giving a flying fuck! Humble not giving a 
fuck is healthy. When I say humble I mean wearing a good mask. Nietzsche had a lot 
to say about masks we wear. I say to always keep your wolf well wrapped in the sheep 
hide. You never let out that you know what you are outright. Remember, all those 
sheep out there are like you also! I know, shoot me, but really. They do not know yet 
they are wolfs that have been wearing sheep skins for so long, they are told to cover 
themselves for being ashamed of their real nature, and few would ever question it. 


I have been sized up for being a ‘terrorist’. I have been branded such because they 
say I value animal life moreso than people life. Fact of the matter is I value all life 
equally; I differentiate by an organisms motive whether I hate it or not. You ask how 
so? Here: 


On a Self 


Tricky here. There is no "Self" as we are led to believe. Consider this: We have 
about six hundred species of animals living in our mouths alone; and another four 
hundred species living in our colon. What I call Georg Curnutt is made up of billions 
upon billions of individual organisms that are made up of many organisms too, most 
of them. If I could extract what I believe to be "Georg Curnutt" it all could rest on the 
head of a sewing needle. Some Easterners say it is the size of a mustard seed. All the 
rest of ‘me’ is a whole lot of other lives keeping the Natural Law of Self Preservation 
True. In effect Iam a captive of these organisms attention to this rule of self 
preservation. What I call "I is a vast minority. You find this to be especially true 
when suicidal. It is very hard to get the majority to conspire to mass suicide, to kill 
Georg means to kill billions and billions, a hard sell. 
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A temporary end 


I am going to call it quits for a while. I am taking one class in college with my 
Professor Shapiro this summer, and want to do that. 


I have quit the VA as far as any Psych stuff, and already feel better. I wanted to say 
what led to this desire to take a break from frothing at the mouth, even if it is just a 
keyboard. 


I have read some more of Montaigne, the guy who was La Boetie' friend. He 
brought up a good thought in saying to the effect, a wise man is content with hardship 
as much so as having it all. A wise man will not let his emotions run amok. And so 
on. Iam not suggesting stuffing emotions, for I do preach to all to feel everything, 
experience everything possible. But as in combat, if the emotions are too involved in 
tactical strategy one is bound to err. To err means defeat! I am not a loser. 


I aim to win my Liberty. My definition of Liberty will differ from all others, for 
although everything in the Universe strives to see itself in another thing perfectly 
replicated, there is no possibility of any two things being exactly alike. For everything 
is of the one thing which is All. A little mystical masturbation for you to take into the 
bathroom with. 


I hope the person who reads this takes it for what it is, just more words on the 
planet. Iam avery disgruntled veteran and captive of my own country. I through my 
own misery have explored every reason as to how and why I could end up thinking 
what I do. I started to journal and did so in a format I could share, because for now I 
believe what I think is the right thought. Thoughts change sometimes, and that is a 
good property of thought. 


Without any action a thought is left bare and will soon die. A thought must be 
nurtured, exercised, and let loose so it can mature with experience. 


If your thoughts are provoked, take them outside and let them play. What have 
you got to lose? Life is ticking away for ‘you’. It all will be over very soon. Do you still 
wish to waste this one shot in eternity for the ‘you' to have any sense of individuality? 
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